As  Charlie  and  Jun  appeared  on  the 
narrow  ledge  the  hidalgo  let  go  hi*  bold 
upon  Wild  and  ran  to  beat  them  off 
with  the  stick  Wi  d’s  right  arm  was  free 
afod  he  seized  him  by  the  shoulder.  ■$ 
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THE  HIDALGO’S  HIDDEN  HAUNT 
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By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 
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CHAPTER  I. 

I  YOUNG  WILD  WEST  RECEIVES  A  MESSAGE. 

•  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  rode  into  the  town 
ucson,  Arizona,  one  day  in  the  forenoon,  a  few  years 
A  ‘when  civilization  was  not  very  well  advanced  in  that 
'  ion  of  the  country,  they  were  greeted  by  a  rousing  cheer. 

,  There  was  nothing  strange  in  this,  since  the  boy,  who 
w  called  the  Champion  Deadshot  of  the  West,  was  quite 
known  there.  % 

r  i  vas  the  same  with  his  two  partners,  Cheyenne  Charlie, 
*  x-Government  scout  and  Indian  fighter,  and  Jim  Dart, 
,,  voming  hoy  about  our  hero’s  own  age. 
f.  hese  three  had  worked  wonders  in  the  way  of  helping 
.  r  civilization,  and  there  probably  was  no  trio  in  exist- 
Tho  had  passed  through  as  many  thrilling  adventures 
,  perienced  the  hairbreadth  escapes  that  they  had. 
f  -  ng  Wild  West  was  certainly  *the  ideal  Boy  Hero  of 
#i  "«]  West.  True  as  steel,  handsome,  athletic,  courage- 
k  t'id  daring,  these  qualifications,  coupled  with  the 
}  at  he  never  missed  the  mark  when  he  pulled  the  trig- 
f  a  rifle  or  revolver,  made  him  a  rare  exception  to  the 
if  of  our  land. 

j  two  partners  of  the  young  deadshot  were  not  the 
‘  nest  with  him  when  he  rode  into  Tucson  on  this  par- 
.  .  day.  The  girls  were  there,  too,  and  so  were  the  two 
j  men,  who  were  hired  in  the  capacity  of  cook  and 

.1  man. 

m  “girls,”  a-  they  were  always  called  by  our  hero  and 
r.  '  >  tuc  Arietta  Murdock,  the  golden-haired  sweet- 
J  'f  Yrjnjrjjr  Wild  We-t;  Anna,  the  wife  of  Cheyenne 
7%  #  Eloi -e  Gardner,  Jim  Dart’s  sweetheart. 

reader  must  be  very  well  acquainted  with  them  all 


by  this  time,  so  there  is  no  need  of  wasting  space  in  giving 
a  description  of  them. 

Mounted  upon  his  splendid  sorrel  stallion,  Spitfire,  and 
attired  in  a  fancy  hunting-suit  of  buckskin,  a  broad- 
brimmed  sombrero  tipped  jauntily  back  upon  his  head, 
Young  Wild  West  made  a  handsome  as  well  as  dashing  ap¬ 
pearance,  as  he  brought  his  steed  to  a  halt  before  the  prin¬ 
cipal  hotel  of  the  town. 

Then  it  was  that  another  cheer  went  up,  and  half  a  dozen 
men,  some  of  them  attired  rather  roughly,  rushed  forward 
to  have  the  chance  of  gripping  his  hand. 

“Well,  gentlemen,  what  is  all  this  noise  about?”  the  boy 
said,  in  the  cool  and  easy  way  that  had  made  him  famous. 
“Can’t  a  fellow  ride  up  quietly  without  attracting  so  much 
attention?” 

“That’s  all  right,  Wild,”  a  bald-headed  man  answered 
from  the  doorway.  “Ther  boys  know  yer,  an’  they  can’t 
keep  from  lettin’  themselves  loose  when  they  see  yer  coinin’. 
You’re  all  right,  an’  they  know  it.  Your  pards  is  all  right, 
too,  an’  so  is  ther  gals.” 

“How  about  Hop  Wah,  Young  Wild  West’s  clever  Chi¬ 
nee?”  one  of  the  roughly  dressed  men  called  out,  loudly. 

“Oh,  Hop  Wah  is  all  right,  too.  He’s  ther  smartest  hea¬ 
then  that  ever  landed  at  ’Frisco.  He’s  as  full  of  fun  as 
he  kin  be,  an’  ther  magic  tricks  he  kin  do  is  enough  ter  keep 
a  feller  watchin’  for  a  whole  day  at  a  time.” 

Right  here  we.  may  as  well  mention  that  the  Chinaman 
alluded  to  was  really  a  clever  sleight-of-hand  performer. 

lie  was  also  very  amusing,  and  through  his  cleverness 
he  had  on  several  occasions  been  the  means  of  saving  the 
lives  of  our  hero  and  his  companions. 

Thus  if:  was  that  Hop  Wah  had  become  a  fixture  to  the 
party,  and  was  called  the  handy  man. 

His  brother.  Wing  Wah,  was  the  cook,  but  he  was  fan 
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more  quiet,  and  it  was  seldom  that  he  ever  did  anything  to 
cause  more  than  passing  notice. 

A  bland  smile  was  on  the  face  of  Hop  as  he  rode  up  to 
the  head  of  the  line  on  his  piebald  cayuse. 

“Y’elly  liicee  day,  so  be,”  he  called  out,  in  a  shrill,  fal¬ 
setto  voice.  “Evelybody  allee  samee  feelee  goodee.  Me 
t'eelee  goodee,  too.  Me  velly  smartee  Chinee.” 

Then  a  burst  of  laughter  went  up,  which  was  quickly 
followed  hy  a  cheer  for  Hop  Wah. 

Meanwhile,  our  hero  and  his  friends  were  dismounting. 

The  girls  were  promptly  escorted  to  the  hotel  parlor,  and 
then  the  horses  were  taken  around  to  the  stable. 

It  was  not  until  he  returned  to  the  hotel  that  the  pro¬ 
prietor  called  our  hero  aside  and  said,  with  an  air  of  im¬ 
portance: 

‘‘I’ve  got  a  message  for  you  here.  It’s  been  waitin’  for 
two  or  three  weeks.  It’s  writ  down,  too,  but  I  know  what 
it  is,”  *■ 

‘‘Anything  of  importance,  Mr.  Lake?”  the  boy  asked, 
coolly. 

“Well,  you  might  think  so,  ’cause  you’re  always  lookin’ 
for  somethin’  in  ther  way  of  excitement  an’  danger.” 

“Well,  let  me  have  the  message.” 

“Come  right  here  in  ther  back  room.  I’ve  got  it  in 
my  pocket,  where  I’ve  been  keepin’  it  for  you,  Wild.” 

Our  hero  followed  the  hotelkeeper  into  a  little  room  in 
the  rear,  and  after  closing  the  door,  the  proprietor  produced 
a  rather  ragged  envelope. 

He  carefully  drew  from  this  a  sheet  of  paper  that  was 
folded  several  times,  and  handed  it  to  the  boy. 

Wild,  as  he  was  called  by  his  friends  and  acquaintances 
for  short,  calmly  unfolded  the  paper  and  read  the  follow¬ 
ing: 

“To  Senor  Young  Wild  West: 

“Having  heard  that  you  are  interested  in  solving  mys¬ 
teries,  I  take  the  liberty  of  writing  you  this  brief  note.  I 
don't  know  when  you  will  receive  this,  but  have  mailed  it  to 
Tucson,  where  T  have  heard  you  sometimes  stop.  Should 
you  care  to  make  a  trip  to  Nogales  and  meet  me  there,  I 
assure  you  that  I  will  interest  you  greatly,  and  perhaps  put 
you  in  the  way  of  reaping  a  small  harvest  of  gold.  The 
mysterious  part  of  the  affair  I  will  call  the  Hidalgo’s  Hid¬ 
den  Haunt.  Should  you  come  you  will  easily  find  me,  for 
T  am  well  known  here,  though  my  residence  is  over  the  line 
in  Mexico.  Respectfully  yours, 

“Juan  Roderique.” 

i 

Ain  t  much  to  it,  is  there,  YY  ild  ?”  Lake  added,  looking 
at  the  boy  curiously,  when  he  had  finished  reading  the  brief 
epistle. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know,  Mr.  Lake,”  was  the  reply.  “It 
seems  to  me  that  there  is  a  whole  lot  to  it.  Anyhow,  there 
is  just  enough  to  excite  my  interest.  I  haven’t  the  least 
idea  what  sort  of  a  man  Juan  Roderique  is,  but  from  the 
tone  of  his  letter  I  take  it  that  he  is  anxious  to  get  some 
one  to  help  him  out.  of  a  difficulty.  Well,  I  reckon  we 
will  go  down  to  Nogales,  Mr.  Lake.  We  have  no  particular 
destination  in  view  after  leaving  Tucson,  anvwav.” 

“Oh,  I  was  putty  sure  you  would  go  down  an’  investi¬ 
gate.  anyhow.  Even  if  you  knew  it  was  a  job  put-up  ter 
kill  you,  you  would  go,  I  s’pose.” 


“I  certainly  would,”  and  the  boy  smiled  earnestly.  4 
Wild  now  came  out  of  the  room,  and  finding  his  tv] 
partners  sitting  by  a  table  in  the  big  room  which  w  as  uscJ 
for  the  bar  and  billiards,  he  sat  down  by  them  and  perm  if 
ted  Jim  to  read  the  note  first. 

Dart,  who  seldom  had  much  to  say,  but  alw/Ys  did  a  * 
of  thinking  and  was  ever  ready  to  do  anything  the  you! 
deadshot  said  or  suggested,  nodded  and  passed  the  note/ 
the  scout. 

“Great  gimlets !”  Charlie  exclaimed,  when  he  read 
missive,  “what  in  thunder  does  this  mean,  Wild?” 

“You  know  as  much  as  1  do,  Charlie,”  was  the  ret# 
“Mystery,  eh?”  and  the  scout  shook  his  head.  “W4 
I  reckon  you  always  like  ter  solve  mysteries.” 

“I  certainly  do,  Charlie,  and  I  think  you  are  inelifT 
that  way,  too.”  i 

“You  kin  bet  your  life  I  am.  Are  yer  goin’  down  \ 
Mexico?”  I| 

“Yes.  We  will  leave  to-morrow  morning.  I  can’t  get 
Nogales  too  soon.  I  want  to  meet  this  man  Roderique  ;r 
find  out  what  is  up.” 

“He  seems  to  understand  English  pretty  well,  for  ther^b 
not  much  of  the  Spanish  to  the  note,”  Jim  Dart  observe 
as  he  again  looked  at  the  piece  of  paper. 

“Well,  there  are  plenty  Mexicans  who  understand  Engl 
lish  quite  as  well  as  we  do,  Jim,”  our  hero  answered,  witjj 
a  smile. 


* 
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Oh,  yes 
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“An’  there  are  plenty  of  ’em  as  don’t  understand  nothi 
but  bein’  bad,”  the  scout  added,  a  grim  smile  showing 
his  tanned  and  weather-beaten  face. 

“Oh,  you  will  find  that  among  all  nations,  Charlie 
Wild  declared.  “Don’t  condemn  the  people  because  thg  ** 
are  so  many  worthless  characters  among  them.  They  if 
bound  to  drift  to  the  bad.  But  that’s  the  same  way  all  oi 
the  world.” 

“Well,  it  might  be,  but  I  don’t  think  so,”  and  the  scoii 
shook  liis  head.  M 

“  YY  ell,  if  that  isn’t  exactly  so,  iffs  the  same  all  over  wh, A 
schools  are  not  enough  advanced.  Education  is  a  tl» 
that  makes  a  man  these  days,  Charlie.” 


m 

.. 


“Well.  I  never  had  no  education,  an’  I  reckon  I’m  so 


i 


what  of  a  man  when  I  once  git  started.” 

“Oh,  it’s  different  with  you,  Charlie,”  Jim  Dart  in^M 
posed.  “What  is  the  use  of  arguing  the  question?  Ylja 
says  we  are  going  to  start  to-morrow  morning  for  the 
ican  border,  and  that  means  that  there  will  be  somethin'^’1 
happen  that  will  keep  us  busy.”  r 

“That’s  right.  Well,  I  won’t  say  another  word.  Y\I  | 
goin’  ter  light  out  for  old  Mexico,  an’  there’s  a  rnysif 
connected  with  it.  Hooray !”  Ik 

The  scout  uttered  a  yell  that  attracted  the  attention! 
every  one  in  the  place,  and  ns  there  were  quite  a  few  thm' 
at  the  time  he  at  once  became  the  object  of  interest. 

“It’s  all  right,  boys,”  he  called  out,  as  he  anise 
feet.  “I  was  jest,  foolin'  a  little  good,  an'  that's  ther 
always  do  when  I  feel  good.  I'm  all  right.  I’m  thoi 
ino  old  scout  of  ther  plains,  an’  when  I  opens  inv 
always  says  something.  Rut  I  wouldn't  harm  1 
any  ones  head  unless  lie  was  deservin’  of  it.  Th 
Chevenne  Charlie.” 


(4 


Hooray  for  Cheyenne  Charlie!”  a  tom 
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udual,  who  had  been  standing  in  a  corner  for  some  little 
time,  called  out. 

W  lien  the  cheer  had  subsided  the  scout  turned  to  the  in¬ 
dividual  who  had  proposed  it  and  said: 

"1  reckon  1  know  wliat's  ther  matter  with  you.  Your 
throat  is  kinder  dry.  You  jest  step  up  here  an'  take  a 
little  pizen." 

“You're  a  mind-reader,  Cheyenne  Charlie/'  the  man  re- 
torttrd.  with  a  grin.  “I  ain’t  had  a  drink  this  mornin',  an’ 
I'm  afraid  there'll  be  a  sizzlin'  sensation  when  ther  first 
one  goes  down.” 

“Well,  if  that's  ther  ease  I  reckon  you  have  got  ter  take 
a  big  drink  of  water  first.” 

“Oh,  I  don't  want  no  water,”  and  the  man  shook  his 
head. 

“Yes,  yer  do;  come  right  up  here.” 

The  scout  did  not  know  the  fellow’s  name,  but  he  re¬ 
membered  having  seen  him  before,  and  bound  to  have  his 
tvay  about  it,  and  at  the  same  time  make  a  little  fun  for 
the  rest,  he  pulled  the  fellow  to  the  bar  and  told  the  clerk 
to  hand  him  a  big  glass  of  water. 

This  was  promptly  done. 

“Now,  then,  you  drink  ther  water  first  an’  then  you’ll  git 
anything  yer  want  after.” 

“But  maybe  it  would  be  better  for  me  tei*  take  ther 
“tanglefoot  first,”  the  fellow  suggested. 

“No,  that  might  spoil  things.  Your  throat  is  so  hot 
that  s'pose  it  was  ter  set  ther  pizen  on  fire.  Then  you 
would  burn  up.  You  drink  ther  water  first  ter  take  out 
ther  heat.” 

“Well,  all  right,  Cheyenne  Charlie.  I’ll  do  jest  as  you 
say.” 

Then  the  man  drained  the  glass,  while  a  roar  of  merri¬ 
ment  went  up  from  the  crowd. 

The  fact  was  that  the  fellow  was  a  lazy  individual,  who 
never  worked,  but  hung  around  for  what  he  could  get  to 
drink,  sometimes  doing  chores  for  the  boss  of  the  hotel. 

Charlie  was  as  good  as  his  wrord,  for  he  now  told  the  man 
behind  the  bar  to  give  the  fellow  the  liquor  he  was  so  anx¬ 
ious  to  have. 

When  he  had  taken  a  good  drink,  Charlie  nodded  and 
said:  _ 

— ^jCow,  then,  git  back  in  your  corner.  Here  comes  our 
clever  Chinee.  If  you  don’t  look  out  he’ll  be  puttin’  up  a 
job  on  yer.” 

“Oh,  I  know  him,  all  right,”  was  the  reply,  as  the  lazy 
man  looked  at  Hop  Wah,  who  had  just  entered  the  room. 
“He  won’t  do  nothin’  ter  me.” 

“You  had  better  git  back  in  your  corner,  jest  ther  same.” 

“All  right,  Cheyenne  Charlie.  I’m  very  much  obliged 
ter  yer  for  ther  drink.  I  feel  a  whole  lot  better  now.” 

Then,  just  as  though  he  thought  he  must  do  it,  the  man 
walked  back  to  the  corner  and  stood  there  looking  as  solemn 
as  an  owl. 

“ Whattee  mattee,  Misler  Charlie?”  Hop  asked,  with  a 
'-r,  ,' !e  that  was  child-like  and  bland.  “Whattee  you  do 

her*%  so  be?” 

“Oh,  you  neveT  mind,  heathen.  You  was  a  little  too  late 

ter  *e*  it.” 

Nearly  all  who  were  in  the  room  had  seen  Hop  Wah 


before,  and  they  knew  pretty  well  what  kind  of  a  China¬ 
man  lie  was,  too. 

Those  who  had  never  seen  him  before  were  quickly  made 
acquainted  with  what  lie  was. 

“  Yelly  nicee  morning,  so  be,”  said  Hop,  as  he  finally 
turned  and  bowed  right  and  left  to  the  crowd. 

This  caused  a  ripple  of  laughter. 

Our  hero  knew  pretty  well  that  there  was  no  one  there 
who  would  take  offense  at  anything  the  Chinaman  did,  so 
long  as  he  really  harmed  no  one,  so  he  did  not  offer  to  in¬ 
terfere. 

Of  course,  he  understood  that  Hop  would  probably  per¬ 
form  some  sort  of  a  sleight-of-hand  trick,  and  that  he 
might  play  a  practical  joke  on  some  one  before  he  was 
through. 

But  he  decided  to  let  him  go  ahead,  so  he  did  not  rise 
from  his  chair. 

Charlie  went  over  and  sat  down  at  the  table,  but  the 
other  inmates  of  the  room  crowded  up  closer  to  the  China¬ 
man. 

“Whattee  mattee?”  Hop  asked,  innocently,  as  he  looked 
around  in  surprise.  s 

“Go  ahead  an’  do  somethin’,  heathen,”  Charlie  called 
out.  “That’s  what  they’re  waitin’  for,  can’t  yer  see?” 

“Whattee  me  do,  Misler  Charlie?” 

“Well,  if  you  can’t  find  no  one  else  ter  have  some  fun 
with,  go  over  there  ter  that  galoot  what’s  standin’  in  ther 
corner.” 

.  “Allee  light,  Misler  Charlie,”  and  then  the  Chinaman 
started  for  the  lazy  individual  in  the  corner  of  the  room. 

As  he  neared  him  he  suddenly  threw  up  his  hand  and  in 
it  a  small  parasol  suddenly  appeared. 

Hop  quickly  raised  this,  and  then  stopped  before  the 
man,  whose  face  wore  a  broad  grin,  showing  pretty  well 
that  he  was  not  afraid  of  anything  that  might  happen. 

“Whattee  you  namee?”  the  Chinaman  inquired. 

“Lazy  Dan  is  what  they  call  me,”  was  the  reply. 

“Lat  velly  goodee  namee,  so  be.  You  velly  muchee  lazy.” 

“Well,  if  I  am  I  s’pose  I  was  born  that  way,”  and  Lazy 
Dan  laughed  as  though  he  felt  rather  proud  of  it. 

“You  knowee  me?” 

“Yes,  I  know  you.  I’ve  seen  you  more  than  half  a  dozen 
times.  You’ve  been  here  afore,  you  know.” 

“Lat  light.  You  likee  havee  lillee  smokee?” 

“No,  thank  yer.  You  can’t  fool  me  that  way.  Ther 
last  time  you  was  here  you  give  me  a  cigar  what  had  a 
whole  lot  of  powder  in  it,  an’  it  would  like  ter  have  blowed 
ther  end  of  my  nose  off  when  I  smoked  it.  You  can’t  fool 
me  that  way,  Hop  Wah.” 

“Allee  light.  You  velly  smartee  Melican  man,  so  he. 
Maybe  you  likee  havee  lillee  dlink  of  tanglefoot.” 

“Well,  I’ll  go  yer  on  that.” 

“Pletty  soonee,  but  you  waitee.  Me  thlinkee  you  allee 
samee  velly  bad  man.  Me  killee  you.” 

As  Hop  said  this  he  suddenly  pulled  from  under  his 
loose-fitting  blouse  the  big,  old-fashioned  six-shooter  that 
he  always  carried. 

He  leveled  it  straight  at  the  man’s  breast  and  pulled  the 
trigger. 

The  report  that  followed  was  scarcely  loud  enough  to  be 
heard  a  hundred  yards,  but  Lazy  Dan  surely  must  have 
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“Ther  Chinee  lias  been  havin’  fun  with  some  galoot,  has 


thought  he  had  been  shot,  for  he  uttered  a  yell  and  dropped 

to  the  floor. 

“  Whattee  mattee?”  Hop  asked,  no  doubt  thinking  he  had 
gone  a  little  too  far,  and  rushing  over  to  assist  the  man  to 
his  feet.  “You  no  takee  lillee  joke?  Me  no  shootee  you. 

“Maybe  yer  didn’t.  But  I  thought  I  was  hit,”  came  the 
trembling  reply. 

Then  as  the  fellow  placed  his  hand  upon  his  breast  he  felt 
something  sticky  there,  and  looking  at  his  fingers  found 
them  smeared  with  what  looked  to  be  blood. 

But  it  was  not  blood,  of  course. 

The  small  charge  of  powder  had  simply  sent  forth  an 
over-ripe  berry  that  Hop  had  placed  in  the  pistol,  and  when 
the  berry  hit  the  man’s  breast  it  had  spattered  over  his 
shirt,  leaving  a  red  mark. 

“YYiu  nevee  see  lat  flick  before,  so  be?”  and  Hop  shook 
his  head  and  grinned. 

But  the  face  of  Lazy  Dan  was  very  pale,  and  he  was  not 
satisfied  that  he  had  not  been  badly  wounded  until  he  had 
opened  his  shirt-front  and  examined  liis  skin. 

“Well,  that  might  be  a  trick,”  he  said,  with  a  shake  of 
his  head,  “but  it  sartinlv  scared  me,  all  right.  I  don't 
want  nothin’  more  like  that,  Hop.  This  is  goin’  a  little 
too  far.” 

At  this  juncture  a  very  tall  man,  whose  principal  attire 
was  a  blue  flannel  shirt,  buckskin  breeches  and  high-top 
boots,  stalked  into  the  place. 

All  hands  stared  at  him,  for  no  one  in  the  room  had 
ever  seen  him  before. 

“What’s  goin’  on  here?”  he  demanded,  as  he  looked  at 
the  Chinaman  and  his  victim,  and  saw  the  red  stain  on 
the  latter’s  shirt,  while  Hop  was  standing  with  the  pistol 
in  his  hand.  “Been  some  shootin’,  eh?  Well,  I  reckon  I'll 
take  a  hand  in  it.  Heathen,  did  you  shoot  that  galoot?” 

“Lat  light,  so  be,”  Hop  answered.  “You  lookee  out  or 
me  shootee  you,  too.” 

“You  will,  eh?” 

As  quick  as  a  flash  the  stranger  whipped  out  his  gun. 

But  before  he  could  level  it  at  the  Chinaman,  Young 
Wild  West  sprang  forward  and  struck  it  from  his  hand. 

“Hold  on,  my  friend,”  the  boy  said,  in  his  cool  and  easy 
way,  “what  has  happened  here  is  all  in  fun.  There  is  no 
need  of  you  getting  excited  over  it.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

A  LITTLE  FUN  WITH  A  “BAD  MAN.” 

The  stranger  stared  at  Young  Wild  West  as  though  he 
could  hardly  believe  the  evidence  of  his  own  ears. 

“What  did  you  say,  sonny?”  he  asked,  as  he  leaned  for¬ 
ward  and  eyed  the  boy  keenly. 

“I  said  there  was  no  need  of  you  getting  excited  over 
what  has  happened,”  was  the  cool  retort.  “Our  China¬ 
man  has  been  having  some  fun  with  a  fellow,  that's  all. 
You  can  readily  see  that  no  one  is  offended,  not  even  the 
victim  of  the  joke,  if  you  will  stop  and  look  around  for  a 
niioute.” 


he?” 

“That’s  what  I  said.” 

“Well,  that  don’t  say  he  kin  threaten  ter  shoot  me, 

though,  does  it?” 

“Most  likely  he  did  that  in  fun,  too.  What  business 
had  you  to  interfere,  anyhow?  I  take  it  that  you  are  a 
stranger  here,  so  you  should  have  paid  no  attention  to  what 
was  going  on  wdien  you  came  in.” 

“That’s  what  you  think,  eh,  sonny?” 

“See  here,”  said  Wild,  a  little  nettled,  “don’t  call  me 
sonny.  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  being  addressed  that  way.” 

“You  ain’t, ,eh?  Well,  I  reckon  I  generally  calls  people 
jest  what  I  likes.  How  does  that  strike  yer,  sonny?” 

“I  don’t  know  as  it  makes  much  difference  what  you 
call  ine.  But  I  want  to  tell  you  something,  and  that  is  that 
you  must  let  that  Chinaman  alone.” 

“You  tell  me  I  must  let  ther  heathen  alone?” 

“See  here,  stranger,  it  strikes  me  that  you  either 
very  bad  hearing,  or  else  you  are  inclined  tb  make  a  fellow 
repeat  what  he  says  every  time.  Now,  then,  to  get  right 
down  to  business,  I  will  tell  you  that  unless  you  let  the 
Chinaman  alone  something  will  happen  to  you.  and  very 
quickly  at  that.”  ; 

“Oh,  it  will,  eh?” 

Wild  made  no  retort  to  this.  But  he  was  standing-- 
squarely  before  the  man  and  watching  him  keenly. 

No  matter  what  move  the  fellow  made.  Young  Wild  West 
would  be  ready  for  it. 

“Let  me  shootee  um  bad  Melican  man,  Mislei  Wild,” 

Hop  spoke  up,  as  he  stepped  forward,  pistol  in  hand. 

“Get  back  out  of  the  way,  Hop,”  was  the  stern  com¬ 
mand.  “This  is  my  quarrel  now.  You  are  not  supposed  *j 
to  be  interested.”  \2 

“Allee  light,,  Misler  Wild,”  and  the  clever  Chinee  walked 
meekly  over  to  the  bar  and  took  an  easy  position,  his  elbow 
resting »upon  it,  so  he  might  watch  what  took  place. 

The  tall  stranger  had  remained  silent  for  a  moment,  but 
suddenly  he  turned  around  and  looked  at  the  faces  of  those 
gathered  about  him. 

“Bo\rs,”  said  he,  “does  any  one  here  know  who  I  am?” 

There  was  no  reply. 

“That’s  funny,”  and  he  shook  his  head  and  gruu^T-'"- 
“I  did  think  I’d  met  some  one  here  as  knowed  me.  I’ve 
been  in  Tucson  more  than  a  dozen  times,  but  it  happens 
that  this  is  ther  first  time  I’ve  been  here  in  somethin’  over 
half  a  year.  Mighty  strange  that  no  one  here  knows  loanee 
Devlin,  one  of  ther  worst  men  what  ever  smelled  powder.” 

“So  your  name  is  Ranee  Devlin,  eh?”  Wild  asked,  in  his  ^ 
cool  and  easy  way,  as  a  smile  flitted  over  his  handsome.  ^ 
boyish  face. 

“That’s  right,  sonny.  Maybe  you  might  have  heard  of 
me.  but  was  afraid  ter  say  anything.” 

"1  never  heard  of  you  before,  Mr.  Devlin,  but  I  am  glad 
to  meet  you,  just  the  same.”  *  .  'F 

“\ou’re  glad  ter  meet  me,  eh?”  and  the  bad  man  broke 
into  a  laugh.  “Well,”  he  added.  “I  reckon  you’ll  be  sorry 
ter  meet  me  afore  you  git  through,  ’cause  you  have  said  j 
jc-t  about  enough  ter  make  me  feel  like  correctin’  ver  You 
are  altogether  too  fresh  for  n  kid,  so  l  feel  it  my  painful 
duty  ter  put  you  across  my  knee  an’  give  yer  a  >pankin\ 
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ther  same  as  your  mother  used  ter  do  when  you  was  a  little 

smaller,  maybe.** 

"Well,  Mr.  Devlin,  1  don't  remember  of  ever  having 
been  spanked  in  my  life.  If  you  give  me  a  spanking  now  it 
will  be  the  first  time,  I  think.  But  go  ahead  with  your 
game.  ^  ou  can  call  me  sonny,  and  laugh  at  me  because  I 
am  only  a  boy,  but  before  you  get  through  with  me  I  think 
you  will  wish  you  had  let  me  alone.” 

“That's  ther  way  ter  talk.  Wild.  Hit  tlier  big  galoot  a 
crack  in  ther  jaw!"  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie,  who  was 
unable  to  keep  from  saying  something  any  longer. 

“Take  it  easy,  Charlie.  This  is  my  atfair,”  was  the 
retort. 

Wild  did  not  look  around  as  he  spoke,  either,  for  he  was 
watching  the  tall  man  closely'. 

“You're  about  ther  nerviest  kid  I  ever  seen,”  declared 
Ranee  Devlin,  showing  the  least  bit  of  surprise.  “But  that 
don't  make  no  difference.  I'm  a  bad  man  when  I  git 
started,  an'  I  reckon  I’m  gittin’  started  now.” 

“Go  ahead,  then.  There  is  no  use  delaying  it.  I  am 
anxious  to  receive  that  spanking  you  promised  me.” 

The  bad  man  pushed  the  holsters  that  hung  from  his  belt 
back  a  little,  and  then  spat  upon  his  hands. 

Next  he  tucked  his  sleeves  up  a  little  higher  and  then 
he  stepped  back  a  pace. 

“I  s'pose  you’ll  put  up  a  fight,  sonny,”  he  said,  with  a 
confident  smile,  “so  I’ll  have  ter  handle  you  putty  rough 
till  I  git  you  across  my  knee.  Somebody  jest  move  a  chair 
over  here  so  I  kin  set  down  on  it  when  I  git  ready.” 

Jim  Dart  quickly  obliged  him. 

“Velly  muchee  spankee  pletty  soonee!”  Hop  called  out 
in  his  shrill,  piping  voice.  “Evelybody  watchee.” 

Wild  had  not  moved  an  inch. 

He  stood  waiting  for  Ranee  Deflin,  as  he  called  himself, 
to  start  in. 

This  happened  quickly  enough,  for  the  bad  man  had 
evidently  made  up  his  mind  to  proceed  without  any  further 
delay. 

He  made  a  sudden  leap  forward,  grabbing  at  the  boy  with 
both  hands. 

But  it  was  a  vain  attempt,  for  his  fingers  clutched  but 
the  empty  air.  ^ . 

— -WiTcf  bad  meanwhile  dropped  his  head  and  leaped  aside, 
and  before  Devlin  could  turn  and  make  another  attempt 
he  caught  him  by  the  collar  of  his  shirt. 

Then  up  went  his  knee  with  lightning-like  quickness, 
catching  the  fellow  in  the  small  of  the  back. 

A  quick  jerk  and  Ranee  Devlin  lay  sprawling  upon 
the  floor. 

He  fell  heavily,  too,  for  it  was  entirely  unexpected  to 
him,  and  Wild  knew  perfectly  well  how  to  perform  such  a 
trick. 

A  clapping  of  hands  and  a  roar  of  laughter  went  up, 
for  as  has  already  been  stated,  nearly  every  one  present 
wa-  acquainted  with  Young  Wild  West,  and  knew  what 
he  was  capable  of. 

“Gr'-at  tomcats!”  exclaimed  Devlin,  when  he  recovered 
}  breath.  “Did  I  slip?  What  made  me  fall  like  that, 

anyhow?” 

“Come  on.  I  am  waiting  for  you  to  go  ahead  ahd  give 
me  the  spanking  you  promised,”  Wild  said,  with  a  smile 


“1  reckon  you  upset  me,  didn't  yer,  sonny?”  the  man 
answered,  as  he  scrambled  to  his  feet. 

Our  hero  made  no  reply  to  this,  but  as  quick  as  lightning 
he  struck  out  straight  from  the  shoulder  and  his  clenched 
fist  caught  Devlin  hard  upon  the  ribs. 

With  a  gasp,  the  man  doubled  up  like  a  half-opened 
jack-knife,  and  again  dropped  to  the  floor. 

To  have  seen  the  two  facing  each  other  before  the  trouble 
actually  began  an  ordinary  observer  would  have  been  in¬ 
clined  to  think  that  the  boy  stood  no  chance  in  the  world 
of  getting  the  best  of  his  opponent. 

Devlin  was  very  tall  and  brawny. 

No  doubt  he  was  powerful,  too,  while  the  boy,  though 
athletic  in  appearance,  would  have  seemed  but  a  plaything 
for  him. 

Yet  the  bad  man  had  failed  to  even  get  hold  of  Wild. 

But  our  hero  did  not  intend  that  he  should,  for  he  knew 
very  well  that  should  the  fellow  get  a  good  hold  upon  him 
he  would  have  a  difficult  task  in  mastering  him. 

The  wind  had  been  knocked  out  of  the  bad  man  by  the 
punch  in  the  ribs  he  had  received,  and  he'  lay  upon  the 
floor,  his  elbow  resting  so  that  his  head  was  held  up  by 
his  hand. 

Wild  did  not  wait  for  him  to  recover,  but  ran  behind  him 
and  lifted  him  to  his  feet  as  though  he  had  weighed  no 
more  than  fifty  pounds. 

Even  then  Devlin  could  hardly  stand,  and  he  bent  over 
in  order  to  regain  his  breath. 

Hop  seemed  to  know  just  what  was  required,  for  he 
quickly  seized  a  piece  of  board  that  was  lying  upon  the  top 
■  of  a  box  and  ran  forward. 

As  the  bad  man  stood  in  the  bent  position  he  brought  the 
board  down  hard  upon  his  back,  and  a  report  almost  as 
loud  as  a  revolver  shot  sounded. 

“Wow!”  exclaimed  Devlin,  for  it  seemed  that  the  blow 
brought  back  his  breath.  “Stop  that!” 

“Let  me  ketch  hold  of  him,  Wild,”  said  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie,  running  forward.  “Hop  kin  give  him  ther  spankin’.” 

“Take  it  easy,  Charlie.  I  am  doing  this,”  was  the  cool 
reply.  “I  want  to  give  him  all  the  chance  in  the  world. 
Hop,  just  step  back.  That  is  enough  of  that  until  I  tell 
you  to  proceed.” 

“Allee  light,  Misler  Wild.  Um  velly  bad  Meliean  man. 
Me  velly  muchee  ’flaid,  so  be.” 

A  roar  of  laughter  went  up  at  this,  for  every  one  present 
knew  the  Chinaman  was  joking. 

Strange  to  say,  the  bad  man  did  not  fly  into  a  rage. 

On  the  other  hand,  he  had  cooled  down  wonderfully. 

“What  am  I  up  ag’in,  anyhow?”  he  asked,  as  ho  looked 
at  the  boy  in  a  puzzled  sort  of  way. 

“Go  ahead  with  your  game,”  was  the  cool  retort. 

“I  said  I  was  goin'  ter  spank  yer,  didn’t  I  ?” 

“That’s  what  you  said,  and  I  want  you  to  do  it.” 

“Well,  I’m  satisfied  I  can’t  do  it.” 

“Oh,  you  are,  eh?” 

“Yes,  I  am  more  than  satisfied.  Why,  T  can’t  even  git 
hold  of  yer.” 

“Well,  that  is  not  my  fault,  is  it?” 

“It  sartinly  is,  young  feller.  See!  1  ain’t  callin’  yer 
sonny  no  more,  ’cause  I  think  that  you’re  pretty  much  of  a 
man,  after  all,  even  though  you  ain't  very  old.” 

“You  have  changed  your  opinion,  then?” 


YOUNT,  WILD  WEST’S  RED-HOT  FIGHT. 


G 

*Yw;  let's  call  it  square.  1  feel  mighty  sore  around 
ther  ribs  where  you  hit  me  jest  now,  an’  I  reckon  that’s 
enough  for  me.  Ther  drinks  is  on  me,  landlord.  1  reckon 
I’ve  got  ther  dust  ter  pay  for  ’em,  too.” 

So  saying,  he  turned  and  walked  to  the  bar,  acting  as 
though  he  was  glad  to  get  something  to  lean  upon. 

Satisfied  that  he  was  nothing  more  than  a  bluffer,  and 
that  he  meant  to  go  no  further,  Wild  let  it  drop.  ^ 
Meanwhile,  Lazy  Dan  had  become  satisfied  that  he  had 
not  been  hurt  the  least  bit,  and  he  had  been  laughing  along 
with  the  rest. 

He  now  came  forward  and  holding  out  his  hand  to  Hop, 
said : 

“Well,  I  reckon  you’re  ther  smartest  Chinee  what  ever 
lived.  This  has  been  a  whole  lot  of  fun,  an’  I  don’t  care 
if  you  did  play  a  trick  on  me.  But  what  was  in  that  gun 
when  you  fired  at  me.  Hop?” 

“Urn  lillee  led  belly.  Plenty  juicee,  so  be.” 

“Oh,  you  had  a  berry  in  it  instead  of  a  bullet,  then.” 
“Lat  light.  Makee  led  color  on  um  shirt;  allee  samee 
likee  blood.” 

“Mighty  clever.  Well,  I’ll  drink  with  ther  stranger-, 
anyhow.” 

“Of  course  yer  will,”  Ranee  Devlin  spoke  up.  “I  want 
everybody  ter  drink  with  me.  I’m  a  putty  bad  galoot 
when  I  git  started,  but  I’m  generally  what’s  called  a  good- 
natured  one,  too.  Jest  name  your  pizen,  an’  I’ll  be  ther 
one  ter  pay  ther  bill.  Everybody  come  up.” 

He  made  no  remark  when  he  noticed  that  Wild  and  Jim 
called  for  soft  drinks,  but  looked  a  little  surprised,  how¬ 
ever. 

When  everybody  had  been  served  he  paid  the  bill  and 
showed  that  he  had  quite  a  sum  of  money  with  him. 

“Now,  then,  young  feller,”  he  observed,  rather  meekly, 
a3  he  nodded  to  our  hero,  “I  s’pose  you’re  -willin’  ter  let  this 
here  thing  drop.” 

“Well,  under  the  circumstances  I  am,”  was  the  reply. 
“When  I  saw  that  you  didn’t  fly  into  a  rage  after  I  put 
you  on  the  floor  a  couple  of  times,  I  made  up  my  mind  that 
it  would  be  cruel  to  impose  on  you.” 

“Cruel  ter  impose  on  me,  eh?  Well,  that  sounds  mighty 
funny.  I  don’t  know  as  I’ve  ever  had  that  said  ter  me 
afore.  But  I  reckon  it’s  all  right.  But  say!  who  might 
you  be,  anyhow?” 

“Why,  yer  blamed  fool,  that’s  Young  Wild  West,”  a 
miner  answered,  before  our  hero  could  make  a  reply. 

“Great  tomcats!  Is  that  so?”  and  Devlin  stared  at  the 
young  deadshot  in  amazement.  “No  wonder  I  got  my 
medicine,  then.  Why,  I’ve  heard  of  Young  Wild  West  lots 
of  times,  but  I  thought  he  was  bigger  an’  older  than  he  is. 
Tt  don’t  make  no  difference,  though.  He’s  sartinly  give 
me  a  lickin’.  But  it  ain’t  ther  first  time  I’ve  been  licked, 
as  big  as  I  am,  so  it  ain’t  goin’  ter  worry  me  a  whole  lot. 
Young  Wild  West,  I  reckon  I  owe  you  an  apology.  When 
I  come  in  here  I  thought  I’d  see  some  as  knowed  me,  an’ 
jest  ’cause  I  was  putty  flush,  I  wanted  ter  whoop  things 
up.  When  I  seen  ther  Chinaman  standin’  with  a  gun  in 
his  hand,  an’  a  galoot  with  blood  all  over  his  shirt,  as  I 
thought,  it  sorter  spurred  me  on,  an’  I  lit  in  ter  have  n 
high  old  time.  But  it  didn’t  pan  out  that  way,  on’  I  feel 
jest  as  good  as  if  I’d  had  a  big  time.” 


“What  do  you  call  a  big  time,  anyhow?”  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie  asked,  smiling  grimly.  “Didn’t  yer  git  knocked  flat  , 
on  your  back  once,  an’  didn’t  yer  git  a  crack  in  ther  ribs 
that  sent  your  down  ag’in?  What  do  yer  want  for  your 
money,  anyhow?” 

“Well,  that’s  right,  too.  But  I  didn’t  expect  nothin 
like  that,  stranger.” 

Our  hero  and  his  partners  now  knew  pretty  well  that 
the  man  was  really  harmless,  and  that  he  had  simply 
planned  to  make  some  excitement  before  asking  the  crowd 
to  drink. 

The  best  part  of  it  was  that  he  did  not  show  the  least  ill 
feeling  against  the  boy  for  the  treatment  he  had  received  at 
his  hands. 

On  the  contrary,  he  seemed  to  think  more  of  Wild  for 
having  handled  him  so  roughly. 

“I  don’t  s’pose  you  would  shake  hands  with  me,  Young 
Wild  West?”  he  asked,  after  a  pause. 

“Why  not?”  was  the  reply. 

“Well,  most  likely  you’re  awful  down  on  me  'causr 'I— ' 
made  a  fool  of  myself.” 

“That’s  where  you  make  a  mistake.” 

“An’  yer  don’t  think  none  ther  less  of  me?” 

“Not  a  bit.” 

“Then  you’ll  shake  hands  with  me?” 

“Why,  certainly.” 

“All  right,  put  her  there.” 

As  Wild  accepted  his  hand  the  bad  man  added,  quickly 
“You’re  holdin’  ther  hand  of  a  man  what  would  fight 
for  yer,  Young  Wild  West.  Don  t  make  no  mistake  about 
that.  I  kin  fight  a  little  bit,  too,  sometimes,  but  I’ve  got 
ter  have  a  good  chance  ter  do  it.” 

“Well,  that’s  all  right.  I’m  glad  to  hear  you  talk  that  ^ 

way.” 

“An’  I  want  everybody  here  ter  understand  that  what 
I  jest  said  is  ther  truth.  I’m  your  friend,  ^  oung  A  ild 
West,  an’  if  I  kin  ever  do  anything  ter  help  yer  out  you  kin  4 
count  on  me.” 

“Well,  that’s  all  right.  Let  it  go  at  that,  Mr.  Devlin.’’ 
“Don’t  mister  me.  Young  Wild  West.  Call  me  Ranee. 
“All  right,  Ranee.” 

“That’s  ther  way  ter  talk.  Now,  then,  we’re  all  goin’  ter 
have  another  drink.  Take  what  yer  like,  boys.  I  ve  had 
good  luck  for  ther  last  two  or  three  montV-,  an’  I  nome  info  .✓*- 
town  to-day  ter  have  a  little  blow-out.  I’m  goin  ter  have  it, 
too,  an’  I  might  jest  as  well  spend  some  of  my  money  here 
as  anywhere  else.” 

The  crowd  accepted  the  second  invitation,  and  this  time 
the  bad  man  produced  a  bag  of  gold  from  another  pocket, 
showing  that  he  really  was  “flush,”  as  he  called  it. 

In  less  than  fifteen  minutes  after  he  had  invited  the 
crowd  to  drink  with  him  Ranee  Devlin  had  succeeded  in 
making  several  friends. 

By  this  time  nearly  every  one  realized  that  he  was  a 
pretty  good  fellow,  after  all,  but  that  he  had.  made  a  bad 
mistake  when  he  acted  the  way  he  did  on  entering. 

Devlin  seemed  bent  upon  having  a  “high  old  time,”  and 
as  he  had  plenty  of  money  he  was  likely  to  have  it. 

But  there  were  those  there  who  would  not  permit  him 
to  do  all  the  spending,  and  this  set  things  going,  until 
finally  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  decided  that 
it  was  time  for  them  to  leave  the  barroom. 
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An\how,  it  was  nearly  noon,  and  they  were  beginning 

to  get  hungry. 

Hop  was  certainly  enjoying  himself,  and  leaving  him 
there  the  three  sought  the  companionship  of  the  girls  to 
waitj  until  the  bell  rang  for  dinner. 


CHAPTER  III. 

\ 

W1L  MEETS  SENOR  RODER1QUE. 

Young  Wild  West  had  not  been  long  in  telling  the  girls 
of  the  letter  he  had  received. 

Of  course,  they  were  much  interested,  for  anything  in  the 
way  of  a  mystery  always  set  them  to  thinking,  and  since 
they  had  become  so  (used  to  taking  part  in  the  exciting  ad¬ 
ventures  of  the  young  deadshot  and  his  partners,  they 
.■*ere Yager  to  proceed  to  the  Mexican  border. 

“ Hidalgo’s  Hidden  Haunt,  eh?”  said  Arietta,  shaking 
her  head  and  looking  puzzled.  “The  note  is  a  rather  pe¬ 
culiar  one.  Wild.” 

“Rather,  Et,”  was  the  reply.  “But  we  must  not  be  sur¬ 
prised  at  anything.  We  are  always  looking  for  peculiar 
things,  as  well  as  exciting  times,  you  know.” 

--—“Let  me  see,  hidalgo  is  a  Spanish  term  for  some  sort  of 
a  nobleman,  I  think.” 

“That’s  right,  it  means  a  gentleman  of  birth,  I  believe. 
I  suppose  this  hidalgo  is  some  peculiar  sort  of  fellow  who 
has  more  money  than  brains.  Probably  he  is  a  little  ec¬ 
centric,  and  has  done  something  to  make  a  mystery  that  is 
puzzling  Senor  Roderique  somewhat.  Of  course,  we  can’t 
judge  exactly  what  he  means,  and  I  suppose  that’s  where 
the  mystery  comes  in.  Anyhow,  Roderique  says  in  his  note 
that  there  is  a  mystery.  That  is  quite  enough  to  make  me 
feel  like  gojng  to  Nogales  and  find  out  something  about  it.” 

“Why,  of  course,  Wild.  We  should  go  there  by  all  means. 
But  you  had  better  be  very  careful,  too.  You  know  you 
have  so  many  enemies  at  large  that  it  may  be  a  trap  that  is 
set  for  you.” 

“I  have  thought  all  that  over,  Et,  but  trap  or  no  trap, 
we  are  going  to  the  Mexican  border.  We  start  out  the  first 
thTrTg'  rti  The  morning,  too.” 

It  was  just  then  that  the  bell  for  dinner  rang,  so  having 
removed  the  dust  of  travel  from  them  before  this,  they  all 
repaired  to  the  dining-room. 

There  were  several  other  guests  there,  too,  and  two  or 
three  of  them  had  been  in  the  barroom  at  the  time  when 
Ranee  Devlin  had  been  tamed  by  the  dashing  young  dead- 
shot. 

Wild  introduced  them  to  the  girls,  and  then  there  was 
lor-  of  chatting  and  laughing  during  the  meal. 

Our  friends  took  it  easy  for  the  balance  of  the  day,  for 
T.h*r  m<ded  a  little  rest,  and  it  was  a  change  to  remain 
quiet  in  the  little  town. 

fr  the  evening  Wild  and  his  partners  went  into  the  bar¬ 
room  of  the  hot*!,  for  they  heard  frequent  bursts  of  laugh¬ 
ter  there,  and  knew  that  -omething  must  be  going  on. 

ft  v. a*  Hop  who  was  eausing  the  merriment,  hut  this  was 

nothing  strange. 

The  clever  Chinee  had  certainly  been  putting  in  a  great 


day,  though  he  had  not  been  indulging  in  too  much  strong 
drink. 

Ranee  Devlin,  who  had  made  the  rounds  of  the  town,  had 
returned  and,  strange  to  say,  lie  was  comparatively  sober. 

The  moment  he  saw  Wild  and  his  partners  entering  lie 
hastened  to  them,  a  smile  on  his  face,  which  showed  plainly 
that  he  bore  not  the  least  bit  of  ill  feeling  to  the  boy  who 
had  thrashed  him. 

“I've  just  heard  somethin’,  Young  Wild  West,”  he  said, 
as  he  placed  his  mouth  close  to  our  hero’s  ear.  “You’re 
goin’  away  in  ther  mornin’  for  ther  Mexican  border.” 

“Well,  there’s  nothing  strange  in  that,  is  there,  Ranee?” 
the  young  deadshot  answered,  coolly. 

“No,  but  I  want  ter  ask  a  favor  of  yer.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Let  me  go  with  yer.  I  was  goin'  down  that  way,  any¬ 
how.  I’ve  got  plenty  of  money,  so  don’t  think  that  I  want 
ter  impose  on  yer  any.  I’ll  pay  for  everything  I  eat,  an’ 
I’ll  pay  well,  too.” 

“What  do  you  want  to  go  with  us  for?” 

“  ’Cause  I  like  you  all.” 

“Oh,  is  that  it?” 

“Yes,  it’s  a  dead  fact,  too.” 

“Well,  if  you  think  you  can  he  perfectly  sober  in  the 
morning,  and  you  will  promise  not  to  drink  anything  until 
we  get  to  our  destination,  I  see  no  reason  why  you  can’t 
accompay  us.” 

“Good!  I’ll  be  as  sober  as  a  jedge  in  ther  mornin’,  an’ 
I’ll  he  mighty  pleased  ter  go  with  yer.  I  don’t  know  what 
you’re  goin’  there  for,  an’  I  don’t  know  what  I’m  goin* 
there  myself  for.  But  it’s  all  right.  I  ain’t  never  been 
down  that  way,  an’  most  likely  1  kin  find  somethin’  ter 
pass  away  ther  time  when  I  git  there.” 

“Well,  all  right,  Ranee.  You  want  lo  be  ready  at  seven 
in  the  morning,  if  you  are  going  with  ns.” 

“I’ll  be  ready,  an’  I’ll  have  a  good  outfit,  too.  I've  got  a 
mighty  good  nag,  an’  I’ll  git  ther  few  things  I  own.  ! 
reckon  I  kin  go  it  for  about  a  month  afore  I  spend  all  ther 
money  I’ve  got,  an’  when  it’s  all  gone  T'll  strike  out  ter  look 
for  more.  That’s  ther  way  I  do  business.  I’ve  been  putty 
near  rich  a  dozen  times,  but  since  I’ve  made  up  my  mind 
never  ter  git  quite  rich,  ther  only  way  ter  do  is  ter  spend 
what  I’ve  got  as  fast  as  I  git  hold  of  it.” 

“That’s  right,  but  you  are  a  little  foolish  in  that,  l 
think.” 

“Why  am  I  foolish  ?  1  ain’t  got  no  one  ter  leave  any 
money  ter.  I  was  brought  up  in  an  orphan  asylum,  an’ 
there  ain’t  no  one  as  knows  anything  about  my  relatives. 
I’m  alone  in  ther  world,  an’  that’s  why  I  s’pose  I’ve  been  so 
reckless.  But  you'll  find  that  I’m  a  putty  good  sort  of  a 
galoot,  anyhow.  What  you  done  to  me  this  mornin’  is 
goin’  ter  be  good  for  me,  ’cause  1  ain’t  goin’  ter  he  no 
bluffer  any  more.  I’m  goin’  ter  carry  myself  putty  straight, 
though  I’m  hound  ter  have  my  high  old  times.” 

There  was  something  quite  amusing  about  the  way  the 
man  talked,  but  as  has  already  been  stated,  our  hero  had 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  Devlin  was  anything  hut  bad 
at  heart. 

He  did  not  feel  that  they  would  he  put  out  in  any  way  by 
letting  him  go  with  them  as  far  as  Nogales,  and  he  was 
quite  sure  that  the  rest  were  of  the  same  opinion. 

No  one  hut  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel  knew  the  con- 
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tents  of  the  note  our  hero  had  received,  and  when  he  heard 
Devlin  was  going  to  accompany  the  party  to  the  Mexican 
border  he  was  a  little  surprised. 

“What  are  yer  takin’  him  with  yer  for,  Wild?”  he  asked 
our  hero,  a  little  later. 

“Well,  just  because  he  asked  to  go  with  us,  that’s  all.” 

“Then  he  don’t  know  what  you’re  goin’  for?” 

“No,  certainly  not.” 

“Well,  I  thought  maybe  you  had  an  idea  he  might  help 
you  out  somewhat.” 

“Oh,  I  hardly  think  he  would  be  of  much  help  to  us,” 
and  the  boy  laughed.  “He  seems  to  think  a  whole  lot  of  me 
for  what  I  did  to  him,  and  that  is  the  reason  I  have  given 
him  permission  to  be  one  of  the  party.” 

“Oh,  I  see!” 

During  the  evening  Devlin  drank  but  little,  though  he 
made  a  lot  of  fun  for  the  crowd. 

He  had  become  verv  thick  with  Hop  now,  and  between 
the  two  they  kept  every  one  in  a  roar  of  laughter. 

It  was  a  little  late  when  our  hero  and  his  partners  re¬ 
tired  that  night. 

Hop  had  been  instructed  as  to  what  he  had  to  do  in  the 
morning,  so  they  all  slept  soundly,  and  arose  early. 

They  had  breakfast  a  little  after  six,  and  then  when 
our  hero  took  a  walk  to  the  table  to  see  if  the  horses  were 
ready  he  found  Devlin  there,  assisting  the  two  Chinamen. 

The  “bad’  man  had  been  true  to  his  word,  for  he  had 
a  brand-new  outfit  in  the  way  of. blankets,  etc. 

He  looked  remarkably  fresh  for  a  man  who  had  been 
having  a  “high  old  time”  the  day  before,  and  as  he  greeted 
our  hero  there  was  a  smile  on  his  face,  which  showed  plainly 
that  it  came  from  the  heart. 

“I  don’t  know  what  you’re  goin*  down  to  ther  Mexican 
border  for,  Young  Wild  West,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head, 
“but  I’ve  sorter  got  it  in  my  head  that  there’s  goin’  ter  be 
somethin’  ter  happen  down  there.  I’m  itchin’  ter  see  you 
git  hold  of  some  tough  galoot  an’  make  him  take  his  medi¬ 
cine.  That’s  one  reason  why  I  want  ter  go  with  yer.” 

“Well,  I  hope  I  don’t  have  to  do  anything  like  that, 
Ranee,”  was  the  reply,  “but  I  assure  you  that  if  any  one 
picks  a  row  with  me  I  will  do  my  'level'  best  to  handle  him 
in  proper  shape.” 

“An'  you’ll  handle  him  all  right,  too.  I  know  that  by 
experience.  My !  but  I  kin  feel  ther  sore  spot  on  my  ribs 
yet.  That  fist  of  yours  shot  out  like  a  trip-hammer,  biamed 
if  it  didn’t.” 

“Well,  forget  all  about  that.” 

“Oh,  no,  1  ain't  never  goin’  ter  forgit  it,  Wild — I’m 
callin’  yer  Wild,  ’cause  that’s  what  every  one  else  calls  ver.” 

“That’s  all  right.  That's  the  name  I  like  to  be  called. 
So  you  won’t  ever  forget  that  crack  in  the  ribs,  eh?” 

“Not  much.  Every  time  it  comes  into  my  head  ter  do 
Anything  I  hadn’t  oughter  do  that  will  be  in  my  mind  in  a 
jiffy.  I  ain’t  never  goin’  ter  forgit  that  blow  you  give  me, 
though  I’ve  forgiven  you  for  it  a  hundred  times.” 

“Very  well,  Ranee.  You’re  a  pretty  good  fellow,  after 
nil.  If  you  will  listen  to  a  little  advice  that  I  may  give  you 
before  we  part  company  I  think  you  will  be  benefited  by  it.” 

“I’ll  listen  ter  anything  you  tell  me,  Wild.” 

It  was  just  about  seven  when  the  horses  were  led  around 
to  the  front  of  the  hotel. 


The  two  Chinamen  had  loaded  the  pack-horses,  so  every¬ 
thing  was  in  readiness  for  a  start. 

The  girls  were  not  long  in  appearing,  and  Wild  and  his 
partners  assisted  them  to  mount. 

Then  they  mounted  themselves,  and  as  they  started  to 
ride  away  a  cheer  went  up  from  a  small  crowd  that  had 
gathered  in  front  of  the  hotel. 

Wild,  Charlie  and  Jim  waved  their  hats  in  reply,  while 
Ranee'  Devlin  joined  in  the  shouting. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  write,  Tucson  was  not  such  a 
big  place  that  it  would  take  very  long  to  reach  the  outskirts, 
so  in  a  few  minutes  the  party  was  following  a  route  to  the 
south,  which  was  not  long  in  terminating  into  a  rough 
wagon  trail. 

The  distance  to  the  Mexican  border  might  have  been 
made  in  a  day  by  a  good  horse  with  an  experienced  rider, 
but  since  our  friends  had  pack-horses  with  them  they  could 
not,  or  did  not  care  to,  travel  any  too  fast. 

Young  Wild  West  figured  on  reaching  Nogales  Jby-.'aosa — 
the  following  day. 

He  meant  to  camp  somewhere  along  the  trail  when  night 
came,  whether  it  was  at  a  settlement  or  mining  camp,  or 
in  the  wilderness  that  showed  up  on  every  hand. 

Devlin  proved  to  be  quite  a  conversationalist. 

He  had  little  or  no  education,  but  his  general  idea  of 
things  was  a  pretty  good  one,  and  his  tongue  kept  going 
whenever  there  was  an  opportunity. 

“I’ve  never  been  down  this  way  afore,”  he  declared,  as 
he  rode  up  close  to  Wild  and  Arietta,  and  looked  toward  the 
south.  “Ther  most  of  my  time  has  been  spent  over  in  New 
Mexico,  an’  up  in  Colorado.  I’ve  often  thought  I’d  like  ter 
git  around  to  Tombstone,  an’  I  think  I’ll  git  there  afore  I 
go  back  to  ther  north  ag’in.” 

“Well,  you’ll  find  a  red-hot  place  there,  all  right,”  our 
hero  answered. 

“Them  is  ther  kind  of  places  1  like  ter  strike.  But  there  * 
ain’t  so  very  much  of  it,  is  there?” 

“Well,  not  a  great  lot.  But  what  there  is  is  pretty 
lively.” 

“I  don’t  s’pose  you  want  ter  tell  me  what  you’re  goin' 
ter  Nogales  for,  do  yer,  Wild?”  the  man  asked,  after  a 
short  pause. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  as  it  makes  any  difference  whether  ^ 
you  know  or  not.  I  might  as  well  tell  you.  A  MexicacT' 
named  Juan  Roderique  wrote  me  a  letter  to  come  down 
and  meet  him,  as  he  had  something  important  to  tell  me. 

He  stated  that  there  was  a  chance  of  us  making  a  little 
money,  too,  and  that  there  was  a  mystery  connected  with 
the  case.  That’s  about  all  there  is  to  it.  Ranee.” 

“Chance  ter  make  some  money  an'  a  mystery,  eh?  Well, 
mysteries  is  good,  if  you're  only  able  ter  find  ’em  out.” 

“Yes,  that's  true.  That's  why  we  are  going  down  there. 

We  want  to  find  out  what  the  mystery  is.” 

“Well,  if  I  only  knowed  how  ter  help  you  find  it  I'd  be 
only  too  glad  ter  do  it.” 

“I  know  you  would.  Ranee.  But  I  reckon  you  couldn't 
be  of  much  assistance  to  us.” 

“No,  I  s’pose  not,”  and  the  bad  man  who  had  been  tamed 
shook  his  head  and  looked  rather  solemn. 

The  party  halted  at  noon,  and  after  a  rest  of  an  hour 
and  a  half  they  proceeded  on. 

When  night  came  they  found  themselves  in  a  snuc  spot 
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i ha:  ju't  answered  their  purpose  for  camping,  so  they  ar¬ 
ranged  things  to  their  satisfaction,  and  after  supper  and  a 
pleasant  evening  they  turned  in,  not  forgetting  to  keep  the 
usual  watch. 


Nothing  happened  during  the  night,  so  they  pushed  on, 
and  a  little  before  noon  the  n^xt  day  they  reached  the  little 
town  of  Nogales,  which  lav  close  to  the  Mexican  border. 

In  those  days  it  was  not  much  of  a  town,  and  the  larger 
portion  of  the  inhabitants  were  Mexicans,  mostly  of  the  lazy 
sort. 


A  detachment  of  Uncle  Sam’s  cavalry  was  stationed  there 
to  look  after  smugglers  along  the  border,  and  as  they  had 
little  or  nothing  to  do  there  was  a  sort  of  lazy  indifference 
to  the  whole  scene  as  our  friends  rode  up  and  dismounted 
before  a  long  one-story  structure  that  was  built  of  adobe 
bricks,  and  had  a  sign  at  the  front  to  indicate  to  travelers 
that  it  was  a  wayside  inn. 

This  place  was  kept  by  a  fat  man  who  had  evidently  been 
born  m  Germany. 

He  was  good-natured,  both  in  looks  and  manners,  and  he 
hastened  to  inquire  into  the  wants  of  the  travelers. 

‘‘What  could  I  do  for  you  already?”  he  asked,  as  he 
bowed  and  smiled  before  them. 

“Well,  do  you  know  a  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Senor 
.Juan  Roderique?”  Wild  asked,  as  he  dismounted  and 
looked  at  him  closely. 

“I  guess  me  dot  I  do,”  was  the  man’s  quick  reply.  “He 
is  one  of  my  good  customers.  He  comes  here  every  day, 
already.” 

“Has  he  been  here  yet  to-day?” 

The  German  shook  his  head. 

“Not  yet,”  he  answered.  “But  he  come  pretty  soon.” 

“All  right.  What  have  you  that  is  good  to  drink?  We 
want  something  cool.” 

“I  have  got  milk  und  tea  und  whisky.” 

“Well,  the  tea  and  milk  will  do  for  us,  I  reckon.  I  sup¬ 
pose  we  can  find  a  place  to  sit  down.” 

At  one  end  of  the  building  there  was  a  broad  porch  which 
was  covered  at  the  top  with  a  sort  of  wickerwork. 

There  were  tables  and  chairs  there,  too,  so  it  was  not  long 
before  our  friends  were  sitting  comfortably  in  the  shade. 

“I  reckon  it’s  a  little  too  hot  for  Senor  Roderique  to 
-how  up  ju«t  about  now,”  said  our  hero.  “The  chances 
are  fie  will  come  over  after  he  has  had  his  siesta  this  after¬ 


noon.” 

“There  comes  a  fancy-lookin’  greaser  now,  Wild,”  the 
scout  spoke  up,  as  he  pointed  down  the  dusty  road  that  led 
into  the  heart  of  the  village.  “Maybe  that’s  him.” 

“I  reckon  you’re  right,  Charlie,”  the  young  deadshot 
answered,  when  he  had  taken  a  good  look  at  the  approach¬ 
ing  hor=eman.  “If  I  was  going  to  make  a  wager  I  would 
risk  -ome  money  that  it  is  Senor  Roderique  who  is  ap¬ 
proaching.” 

They  a]]  watched  the  rider  as  he  came  up  and  dismounted 
in  front  of  the  inn. 

All  of  them  noticed  that  he  looked  at  them  keenly  as  he 
went  pa-f  .  and  this  was  more  evidence  that  Wild  was  right 

in  his  eftimation.  t 

This  proved  to  be  the  case,  for  in  a  few  minutes  the 
proprietor  of  the  inn  came  around  upon  the  porch,  followed 

by  the  new  arrival. 

“l  have  to  make  you  acquainted  mit  .Senor  Roderique, 


ladies  and  gentlemen,”  said  the  German,  as  he  bowed  and 
pointed  to  the  stranger. 

“How  are  you,  senor?”  said  Wild,  in  his  cool  and  easy 
way,  as  he  arose  and  put  out  his  hand. 

“You  are  Young  Wild  West,  I  presume?”  the  Mexican* 
said,  speaking  in  the  best  of  English. 

“Yes,  sir,  that’s  just  who  I  am.” 

“I  am  very  glad  to  meet  you.  Shall  I  sit  down  and  join 
your  company?” 

“I  will  introduce  you  first,  senor.” 

The  young  deadshot  then  made  him  acquainted  with  the 
rest  of  the  party. , 

The  senor  showed  he  was  very  polite,  and  when  he  had 
taken  a  seat  near  our  hero  he  looked  at  him  in  a  hesitating 
sort  of  way,  and  said : 

“Senor  Wild  West,  I  am  almost  afraid  to  tell  you  my 
storv,  for  it  may  be  the  means  of  making  you  lose  your 
life” 

“That’s  all  right,  senor.  Go  ahead,  whenever  you  are 
ready.” 

“I  think  it  would  he  advisable  for  us  to  be  alone,  for 
prying  ears  are  always  about,  you  know,  and  wThat  I  am 
going  to  tell  you  is  for  your  ears  alone,  though  you  may 
use  your  own  judgment  as  to  who  you  wish  to  tell  it  to 
after  I  am  done.  If  you  will  come  with  me  we  will  find  a 
snug  apartment  inside,  and  then  you  shall  hear  all.” 

“Well,  I  am  ready,  senor,”  and  so  saying  our  hero 
arose,  and  nodding  to  his  companions  to  indicate  that  he 
would  not  be  gone  long,  he  followed  Senor  Roderique  in¬ 
side  the  building. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

WILD  STARTS  TO  SOLVE  THE  MYSTERY. 

Young  Wild  West  had  been  studying  Senor  Roderique 
closely,  though  he  did  not  appear  to  be  doing  so. 

The  boy  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  Mexican 
was  sincere  in  all  that  he  had  said,  and  feeling  that  he 
could  trust  him,  he  did  not  hesitate  to  go  with  him  inside 
the  inn  and  listen  to  what  he  had  to  say. 

The  two  were  soon  in  a  little  room  where  it  was  stuffy 
and  warm,  but  neither  of  them  had  an  idea  that  they  would 
remain  there  very  long,  so  they  were  prepared  to  make  the 
best  of  it. 

“Sit  down,  Senor  Wild  West,”  said  Roderique,  motion¬ 
ing  our  hero  to  one  of  the  two  chairs  that  were  in  the  little 
apartment.  “It  will  not  take  me  long  to  tell  you  what  I 
have  to  say.” 

“All  right,  Senor  Roderique.  Proceed,”  and  Wild 
dropped  into  the  chair  in  his  cool  and  easy  way. 

“I  suppose  you  are  anxious  to  know  what  the  Hidalgo’s 
Hidden  Haunt  means,  senor,”  the  Mexican  began,  as  he 
rested  both  elbows  upon  the  table  and  looked  at  the  young 
deadshot  with  the  vestige  of  a  smile  on  his  face. 

“Yes,  that's  right.  Who  is  the  hidalgo,  to  begin  with?” 

“He  is  ray  cousin,  and  his  name  is  Manuel  Castro.” 

“Oh,  a  relative,  then?” 

“Yes,  but  his  father  held  a  much  higher  standing  than 
mine,  hence  blue  blood  flows  in  his  veins,  as  you  Americans 
sometimes  call  it.” 


10 


rJ» 


“Well,  is  there  anything  wrong  about  the  hidalgo? 

“Very  much  so,  senor.  He  is  altogether  wrong.  Now 
conies  iny  secret.  I  have  a  strong  reason  to  believe  that  he 
is  the  leader  of  a  small  hand  of  bandits  who  are  plying 
their  trade  across  the  border.  I  don't  know  whether  any 
one  else  suspects  this  of  Castro  or  not,  but  I  have  received 
information  to  make  me  believe  it  is  a  certainty.  When  I 
tell  you  that  I  am  not  on  speaking  terms  with  my  relative 
and  that  I  believe  he  has  robbed  me,  you  will  better  un¬ 
derstand  why  I  am  so  anxious  to  find  his  hidden  haunt/'7 

“Ah,  I  see.  The  mystery  is  beginning  to  lighten,  if  it 
can  really  be  called  a  mystery.” 

“It  is  a  mystery,  Senor  Wild  West,”  and  the  Mexican 
shook  his  head  stolidly.  “Castro  is  not  only  blue-blooded, 
but  he  is  a  wealthy  ranehero.  The  mystery  part  is  that  he 
is  away  from  his  ranch  for  days  at  a  time,  and  no  one  knows 
where  he  is.  It  is  during  these  times  that  robberies  occur. 
That  is  a  slight  reason  for  believing  that  he  is  connected 
with  the  bandits,  is  it  not?” 

“Yes,  a  rather  slight  one,  though.” 

“My  cousin  is  an  adept  at  disguising  himself,  too.  This 
I  know  for  a  fact.’7 

“Well,  that  is  another  reason,  I  suppose.77 

“Yes,  but  when  I  tell  you  that  I  saw  him  in  my  house 
past  the  hour  of  midnight,  something  like  two  months  ago, 
and  that  he  was  disguised  at  the  time,  though  I  was  able 
to  recognize  him,  you  will  admit  that  I  have  good  grounds 
for  my  suspicions.77 

“Was  anything  missing  from  your  house  after  you  saw 
him  there,  senor?77 

es-  My  wife7s  jewels  were  stolen  that  night,  as  well  as 
a  considerable  sum  of  money  from  my  safe,  which  was  not 
locked  at  the  time.  I  was  careless*in  that,  I  suppose,  but  I 
never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing  as  robbers  paying  a  visit  to 
my  home.77 

“You  are  certain  you  recognized  your  cousin  on  the  same 
night  you  were  robbed?’7 

“Certain  of  it,  Senor  Wild  West,77 

“And  you  sent  for  me  to  come  and  help  you  prove  that 
your  cousin  is  leading  a  double  life,  is  that  it?” 

“That  is  it,  senor.” 

“Well,  Senor  Roderique,  I  am  not  a  detective.  I  should 
think  you  would  have  employed  some  one  who  follows  that 
profession.  You  must  have  plenty  of  them  in  your  own 
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beries  happen  at  different  places,  and  at  irregular  inter¬ 
vals,  and  no  matter  how  a  searching  party  gets  on  the 
trail,  they  are  never  to  be  found.  They  disappear  all  of  a 
sudden,  so  the  story  goes.” 

“Disappear,  eh?  Well,  that  might  be  easily  accounted 
for,  if  one  knew  just  about  where  they  disappear.7* 

“I  can  give  you  that  information.  Invariably  the  spot 
where  the  bandits  are  last  seen  when  they  are  being  chased 
is  in  a  little  grove  that  covers  less  than  half  an  acre  of 
ground.  The  trees  are  not  many  in  the  grove,  nor  are  there 
many  bushes  there.  It  is  a  little  level  tract  situated  on  a 
broad  plain,  where  there  is  scarcely  any  vegetation  grow¬ 
ing  at  all,  save  in  the  grove.  That,  Senor  Young  Wild 
West,  is  the  real  mystery.” 

“That  sounds  a  little  more  interesting,  Senor  Roderique. 

I  reckon  I’ll  have  to  undertake  this  case  for  you.  I  believe 
you  said  in  your  communication  that  something  in  the  way 
of  a  reward  would  be  mine  in  case  I  was  able  to  help  you.7’ 

“Yes,  I  am  a  rich  man,  and  I  will  draw  up  an  agienmen^,.- 
to  the  effect  that  I  will  pay  you  five  thousand  dollars  in  gold 
if  you  can  restore  the  stolen  jewels  to  my  wife.” 

“Well,  that  sounds  pretty  good.  While  I  am  not  in  need 
of  money  just  now,  I  believe  it  is  advisable  to  get  all  I  can. 
provided  I  get  it  honestly.  Just  draw  up  that  agreement. 
You  needn’t  do  it  here,  but  you  can  go  and  write 


senor. 


country. 

¥ 

“Plenty  of  them,  senor 
had  heard  so  much  about 


but  I  don’t  wish  to  do  so.  I 
you  and  what  you  had  accom¬ 
plished  that  I  determined  to  send  for  you.  Now,  then, 
what  I  want  you  to  do  is  simply  this:  You  must  locate  the 
hidden  haunt  of  the  hidalgo  and  his  band  of  thieves.  I 
know  you  will  enjoy  doing  such  a  thing.  While  I  suppose 
if  my  cousin  is  found  to  be  the  leader  of  the  band  he  will  be 
punished  for  it,  it  is  not  for  that  that  I  wish  him  hunted 
down.  My  wife  values  the  jewels  that  were  stolen  from  her 
highly,  and  it  is  the  safe  return  of  the  jewels  that  I  want. 
Beyond  that  I  would  not  care  to  press  any  charge  against 
rav  cousin.” 

“  I  see.  tV  ell,  your  story  is  an  interesting  one.  Is  that 
all  the  mystery  there  is  to  it?” 

“Well,  hardly.  I  suppose  the  main  mystery  is  that  no 
one  has  been  able  to  locate  the  haunt  of  the  bandits.  Yet  a 
diligent  search  has  been  made  time  and  time  again.  Rob- 
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somewhere  where  there  is  more  air.  I  don’t  like  this  stuffy 
place  a  great  deal,  so  we  may  as  well  get  out  of  here  right 
away.  I  won’t  mention  a  word  of  what  you  said  to  any 
one  outside  of  my  own  friends.  You  mustn’t  say  a  word 
to  any  one  at  all.” 

Only  to  my  wife.” 

Well,  I  suppose  that  would  be  all  right,  though  some¬ 
times  a  woman  will  let  things  slip,  where  a  man  would  keep 
it  snugly  concealed.  Yrou  can  do  as  you  like  about  that, 
senor,  but  I  will  guarantee  you  that  it  won’t  take  me  long 
to  find  the  Hidden  Haunt  of  the  Hidalgo.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  you  talk  that  way,  for  your  words  en¬ 
courage  me.  I  knew  if  any  one  in  the  world  could  accom¬ 
plish  what  I  wanted  you  would  be  the  one.  Shake  hands, 
Young  Mild  West.  I  am  proud  to  meet  you.  and  happy  ^ 
to  hear  you  say  that  you  will  help  me.” 

“There  you  are,  senor,”  and  the  boy  gripped  the  Mex¬ 
ican’s  hand  in  hearty  fashion. 

1  hen  Wild  turned  to  the  door  and  opening  it  pasV 
Roderique  following  him. 

The  Mexican  understood  just  what  he  had  to  do,  so  they 
parted  before  the  young  deadshot  reached  the  porch,  and 
when  he  joined  his  waiting  companions  there  was  a  satis¬ 
fied  smile  on  our  hero’s  face. 

“Mell,  how  did  .you  make  out,  Wild?"  Cheyenne  Charlie 
asked. 

“All  right,  Charlie,”  was  the  reply.  “But  we  won't 
talk  about  it  here.  We'll  take  a  ride  over  the  border  after 
we  have  had  something  to  eat  here,  and  then  I'll  let  you 
know  all  about  it.  Please  don't  ask  me  for  any  informa¬ 
tion  until  that  time.” 

"The  mystery  deepens,”  spoke  up  Arietta,  with  a  laugh. 

“That's  all  right,  Et.”  was  the  retort.  “But  the  mystery 
will  he  solved  inside  of  forty-eight  hours.  I  am  sure.  Just 
let  it  go  at  that.” 

Wild  was  quite  sure  that  the  Mexican  would  not  bt  long 
in  writing  up  the  agreement. 
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Ho  chatted  with  his  companions  on  various  topics,  but 
newr  once  alluded  to  the  mission  that  had  brought  them 

to  Nogales. 

Ranee  Devlin  had  taken  it  upon  himself  to  stroll  about 
the  village,  so  there  was  no  one  there  but  the  regular  mem¬ 
bers  of  Young  Wild  West’s  party. 

The  boy  might  have  related  all  that  passed  between  him 
and  Roderique,  but  he  did  not  choose  to  do  it  just  then. 

Experience  had  taught  him  that  sometimes  there  were 
eavesdroppers,  and  he  did  not  mean  to  let  out  a  word  that 
would  give  Manuel  Castro,  the  hidalgo,  the  least  bit  of  in¬ 
formation. 

If  he  really  was  the  leader  of  a  bandit  band  it  was  easy 
to  believe  that  some  of  them  might  be  in  the  near  vicinity 
at  that  moment. 

Wild  had  heard  enough  to  convince  him  that  the  hidalgo 
1  must  be  a  crafty  man,  and  this  meant  that  he  would  be  for- 
\  looking  out  for  danger,  as  well  as  for  something  that 

would  benefit  his  band. 

It  was  not  more  than  half  an  hour  before  Senor  Rod¬ 
erique  came  out. 

He  bowed  politely  to  the  girls  and  then  asked  Wild  to 
come  to  the  barroom  with  him. 

“Your  partners  will  please  come,  too,  if  the  ladies  will 
"reuse  you  all,”  he  added. 

“Certainly,  senor,”  the  young  deadshot  answered.  “Come 
on,  Charlie.  Come,  Jim.  I  reckon  the  girls  are  all  right.” 

Looking  at  his  watch,  the  boy  added : 

“I  suppose  dinner  will  be  ready  here  presently.  It  is 
just  twelve  o’clock.” 

“In  about  half  an  hour,  I  think,”  the  Mexican  retorted. 
“But  it  will  not  take  five  minutes  for  us  to  get  through 
with  our  business.” 

The  four  made  their  way  into  the  little  barroom  of  the 

*  inn  and  found  the  keeper  of  the  place  dozing  in  an  arm¬ 
chair  at  the  end  of  the  bar. 

There  were  no  loungers  there  at  all,  so  when  the  senor 
had  treated  our  friends  and  paid  the  bill  he  drew  from  his 
pocket  a  sheet  of  paper  and  handed  it  to  Wild. 

There  was  not  much  to  the  document,  and  when  Wild 
read  it  over  he  gave  a  nod  of  assent  and  promptly  dipped 

*  the  pen  in  ink  that  Roderique  had  caused  to  be  placed 
upon  the  bar,  and  signed  his  name. 

.  Roderique  then  placed  his  own  beneath  it. 
f  “It  will  be  necessary  that  each  of  us  have  a  copy,  and 
I  have  provided  for  that,”  he  said,  as  he  drew  forth  an¬ 
other  sheet  of  paper  from  his  pocket.  “Read  this  over,  so 
you  will  be  sure  it  is  exactly  the  same  as  the  original.” 

“It  i?  all  right,  senor,”  the  boy  said,  as  he  hastily  scanned 
the  writing  upon  it. 

Then  he  quickly  signed  it  and  the  Mexican  did  likewise. 

“Take  either  of  the  papers,  Senor  Wild  West,”  Roderique 
said,  with  a  smile. 

«  “All  right,”  and  the  boy  quickly  folded  one  and  put  it 
.  avr;  in  the  leather  pocketbook  he  carried  in  his  hip- 

pocket. 

Ti  e  -'nor  took  the  other  and  carefully  placed  it  wdiere 
he  would  not  be  apt  to  lose  it. 

“Now  then,  senor,  we  shall  be  glad  to  accept  your  in- 
ion  to  be  your  guest--  for  a  day  or  two.  We  are  ready 
ift  go  a-  400fl  a*  we  have  eaten  something  here  at  the  inn.” 


Roderique  looked  a  bit  surprised,  since  he  had  not  issued 
an  invitation. 

But  he  was  a  man  who  could  quickly  comprehend  things, 
so  he  nodded  and  smiled. 

“I  shall  be  happy  to  have  you  remain  with  me  as  long 
as  you  wish,  senor,”  he  answered,  politely.  “I  will  dine 
with  you,  though  I  am  not  given  to  eating  much  during  the 
middle  of  the  day.  I  prefer  my  dinner  between  the  hours 
of  six  and  seven.” 

“I  reckon  you  don’t  have  a  chance  ter  git  up  as  much  of 
an  appetite  as  we  do,  boss,”  Cheyenne  Charlie  spoke  up, 
with  a  grin.  “We  keep  hustlin’  all  ther  time,  an’  that 
makes  us  hungry.  I  kin  eat  as  much  at  noon  as  I  kin  any 
other  time  in  ther  day,  though  I  will  say  that  if  I  was  only 
goin’  ter  git  a  good  square  meal  once  a  day  I’d  take  it 
ther  first  thing  in  ther  mornin’.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  care  to  eat  much  early  in  the  morning.  A 
little  fruit  and  a  cup  of  coffee,  with  a  bite  or  two  of  toast, 
answers  my  purpose,”  the  Mexican  answered. 

While  they  were  talking  the  dinner-bell  rang,  so  all 
four  went  back  to  the  porch  where  the  girls  were  waiting, 
and  then  made  their  way  to  the  little  dining-room. 

It  was  not  a  very  elaborate  meal  that  they  were  served 
with,  though  the  price  Wild  paid  in  settling  up  was  quite 
enough  for  what  the  scout  called  “a  good  feed.” 

Ranee  Devlin  did  not  show  up  until  they  were  ready  to 
start,  and  when  he  found  them  getting  ready  to  ride  away 
he  looked  rather  disappointed. 

“Goin’  away  so  soon,  Wild?”  he  asked  our  hero. 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply.  “We  have  accepted  the  invita¬ 
tion  of  Senor  Roderique  to  he  his  guests  for  a  while.  He 
lives  across  the  border  somewhere.” 

“Oh !  Well,  I’ll  hang  around  this  little  town  a  whilq. 
There  ain’t  much  life  here,  but  maybe  it  will  wake  up  a 
little  after  dark  to-night.”  N 

“Is  the  senor  your  friend  ?”  Roderique  asked,  looking  at 
our  hero. 

“Yes,  hut  he  is  not  going  with  us,”  was  the  quick  re- 
ply- 

Again  Devlin  looked  disappointed,  for  it  was  evidently 
his  desire  to  remain  with  our  friends. 

But  Wild  did  not  mean  that  he  should  do  this. 

He  considered  that  there  were  enough  in  the  party  now, 
and  if  he  should  desire  to  take  in  another  it  would  be  some¬ 
one  different  from  the  lanky  “bad”  man. 

As  the  party  rode  away  something  like  ten  minutes  later 
Ranee  Devlin  stqod  watching  them  from  the  porch,  and  the 
expression  on  his  face  was  a  mournful  one. 

The  fact  was  that  the  man  liked  Young  Wild  West  so 
much  that  he  would  have  been  willing  to  go  with  him  to 
the  ends  of  the  earth,  so  to  speak. 

This  was  rather  strange,  since  the  way  they  became  ac¬ 
quainted  was  a  rather  peculiar  one. 

But  queer  things  happen  in  this  world,  and  no  doubt  this 
could  be  called  one  of  them. 

Over  an  almost  level  road  Roderique  rode  along,  and 
as  they  passed  the  barracks  of  the  military  post  and  crossed 
the  line  into  old  Mexico,  our  friends  noticed  that  some- 
think  like  five  miles  distant  there  was  a  range  of  rocky  hills. 

Up  to  this  point  the  ground  was  smooth  and  rolling, 
and  the  vegetation  was  rather  scant. 
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But  still  in  the  distance  they  could  see  plenty  of  trees 
and  grassy  plains. 

Here  and  there  a  house  and  other  buildings  could  be 
seen,  while  herds  of  cattle  were  grazing. 

“My  ranch  is  situated  on  the  left  side  of  this  road/’ 
Roderique  explained,  as  they  rode  along.  “I  have  been 
quite  successful  in  raising  cattle,  but  I  got  my  start  in  life 
from  a  silver  mine  that  was  left  to  me  by  my  father.  I 
have  managed  to  live  comfortably,  and  hold  what  I  had 
originally  until  now,  so  that  speaks  pretty  well.  I  merely 
run  my  ranch  so  I  can  have  something  to  do.  There  is  not 
much  profit  in  raising  cattle  in  these  parts.  Yet  there  are 
a  few  who  accumulate  money  by  doing  it.” 

The  ranch  house  was  a  commodious  structure  that  stood 
in  the  center  of  a  grove  of  palms  and  other  trees  of  a  semi- 
tropical  nature. 

Our  friends  noticed  that  everything  looked  to  be  in  the 
best  condition. 

The  buildings  were  in  good  repair,  and  the  grounds  sur¬ 
rounding  the  house  were  well  kept. 

Flowers  bloomed  profusely,  and  this  was  pleasing  to  the 
girls. 

“Have  you  much  of  a  family,  senor  ?”  Wild  asked,  as  they 
rode  up  to  the  front  of  the  house  and  came  to  a  halt. 

“Only  my  wife,”  was  the  reply.  “We  had  children  some 
years  ago,  but  it  seems  they  had  to  be  taken  from  us.  How¬ 
ever,  we  have  made  the  best  of  life  and  have  lived  happily.” 

A  handsome  lady  of  middle  age  came  out  upon  the  porch 
and  looked  at  the  visitors  inquiringly. 

But  Roderique  quickly  introduced  her  as  Senora  Rod¬ 
erique,  his  wife,  and  then  she  gave  the  girls  an  earnest  wel¬ 
come. 

“Our  American  friends  will  remain  with  us  here  for  a 
few  days,”  the  senor  explained,  and  then  his  wife  actually 
seemed  delighted. 

rhere'  was  a  faint  expression  of  sadness  on  the  woman’s 
face  even  when  she  smiled,  and  after  she  had  talked  with 
her  for  a  while  and  got  a  chance  to  whisper  to  her  dashing 
young  lover,  Arietta  said : 

“That  woman  is  all  right,  Wild.  She  is  a  real  Mexican 
lady.” 

W  ell,  that  makes  it  all  the  better,  Et,”  was  the  reply. 
“  I  no  Idea  that  she  was  anything  else  even  before  I 
saw  her.” 

“Well,  there  is  never  any  telling  just  what  sort  of  people 
}  on  are  going  to  meet,  you  know.  Sometimes  the  women  of 
this  country  who  are  wealthy  have  a  way  of  being  haughty.” 

1  es,  I  know  that,  but  Senora  Roderique  is  certainly 
not  one  of  that  kind.” 

As  the  two  were  entering  the  house.  Wild  caught  sight 
of  an  evil  face  that  showed  itself  for  a  few  seconds  behind 
the  corner  of  the  building. 

He  got  a  good  look  at  the  face,  and  made  up  his  mind  to 
remember  it,  for  it  struck  him  right  away  that  a.  spy  was 
watching  them. 

After  a  short  chat  in  the  receiving-room  of  the  house, 
the  young  deadshot  turned  to  the  host  and  said : 

“Well,  Senor  Roderique,  let’s  get  down  to  business.  While 
we  have  plenty  of  time  on  our  hands,  we  always  like  to  keep 
going.  You  may  as  well  tell  your  wife  what  we  are  here 
far.  Don’t  talk  too  loud  when  you  are  doing  it,  either.”' 


“What  do  you  mean  by  that,  6enor?”  the  Mexican  an¬ 
swered,  in  surprise. 

“Well,  you  made  a  remark  when  we  first  met  you  this 
morning  that  prying  ears  might  be  about.  You  have  ser¬ 
vants,  I  presume?” 

“Yes,  we  have  two,  a  man  and  his  wife.  But  I  am  not 
afraid  that  they  would  be  listening,  especially  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  learning  what  was  going  on.” 

“Well,  take  my  advice  and  do  your  talking  in  a  low  tone 
of  voice.  You  can  hardly  be  heard  here  unless  there  is 
some  one  at  the  door  over  there.” 

As  the  boy  said  this  he  stepped  lightly  to  the  door  he 
referred  to  and  opened  it. 

There  was  a  rustling  of  a  skirt,  and  he  was  in  time  to  see 
a  woman  hurrying  through  another  doorway. 

“Ah !”  he  thought,  “I  reckon  my  suspicions  were  cor¬ 
rect.  The  servants  are  in  the  habit  of  prying  upon  the 
secrets  of  thei  remployer.  Well,  she  won’t  be  back  again, 
for  no  doubt  she  heard  what  I  said  and  will  be  carePiLW^. 

Roderique  lowered  his  voice  considerably  and  told  his 
wife  why  he  had  brought  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends 
to  the  house. 

The  senora  looked  pleased,  and  declared  that  she  would 
be  one  of  the  happiest  women  in  the  world  if  her  jewels 
were  restored  to  her. 

“Say  no  more  about  it,  Senora  Roderique,”  Wild  said, 
raising  his  hand.  “Don’t  mention  it  to  your  servants, 
either.  We  are  going  to  try  and  find  the  HidalgoVHidden 
Haunt,  and  if  we  -do  you  can  rest  assured  that  your  jewels 
will  be  quickly  restored  to  you.  Now,  then,  senor,”  and 
the  boy  turned  to  the  ranchman.  “I  want  you  to  call  your 
servants  so  I  can  look  them  over.  We  will  go  into  another 
room.” 

“If  you  wish  it,  I  certainly  will,  Senor  Wild  West.” 

“I  do  wish  it.” 

Wild  followed  him  to  an  adjoining  room,  and  then  the 
senor  left  him  and  soon  returned  with  the  man  and  his 
wife  who  were  employed  at  the  house. 

Wild  gave  an  inward  chuckle  when  he  saw  that  the  face 
he  had  seen  at  the  corner  of  the  building  belonged  to  the 
man  servant. 

It  surely  was  an  evil  face,  too,  and  the  dark  eyes  fell 
when  the  boy  looked  at  him  keenly. 

The  two  were  .Mexicans,  of  course,  and  appeared  ho- t&T'** 
of  the  peon  type,  which  no  doubt  they  were. 

“WThat  is  your  name?”  Wild  asked,  smiling  at  the  man 
encouragingly. 

“Pedro,”  was  the  reply. 

“You  have  been  here  a  long  time,  I  suppose?” 

“Yes,  he  has  been  with  us  nearly  six  years,”  spoke  up  the 
ranchman. 

“And  always  been  faithful,  too.  1  can  see  that.” 

“Oh,  yes,  both  Pedro  and  his  wife  are  faithful  servants.” 

“Well,  it  is  good  to  have  such  servants,  and  I  am  glad 
you  have  been  so  lucky,  senor.” 

Then  Wild  looked  at  the  Mexican  woman,  and  when  he 
saw  that  she  possessed  a  crafty  face  and  shifty  evrs.  he 
made  up  bis  mind  that  they  could  tell  something  about  the 
disappearance  of  the  jewels,  if  they  cared  to.  h 

Satisfied  that  he  had  made  a  start,  he  turned  and  "alked 
out  of  the  room,  followed  by  the  rauchman,  while  the  <er* 
vants  immediately  retired. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

WILD  HAS  A  MISHAP. 

“Well.  Wild/’  said  Arietta,  as  the  two  were  strolling 
about  the  spacious  grounds  of  the  Mexican  home,  “what 
do  you  intend  to  do  about  this  queer  piece  of  business  that 
has  brought  us  here?” 

“Well,  I  mean  to  find  where  Roderique’s  cousin  hangs  out 
when  he  is  with  his  band  of  thieves,  Et,”  was  the  reply. 

“Yes,  but  how?'’  the  girl  asked. 

“Yell,  I  think  it  will  be  quite  easy.  All  1  have  got  to 
do  is  to  keep  a  watch  on  the  servant  called  Pedro.  If  he 
leaves  the  place  I  want  to  follow  him.  I  have  an  idea  that 
he  is  in  some  way  connected  with  the  band.” 

“I  thought  as  much  when  I  heard  you  asking  questions 
about  the  servants.” 

Well,  I  wouldn't  have  done  that  if  I  had  not  seen  the 
face  of  Pedro  staring  at  us  from  behind  the  corner  of  the 
house  just  as  we  were  entering.  It  struck  me  right  away 
that  his  face  was  an  evil  one,  and  that  set  me  to  thinking.” 

“But  didn’t  the  senor  tell  you  that  he  could  take  voq  to 
the  spot  where  the  bandits  were  in  the  habit  of  disappear¬ 
ing  so  mysteriously  whenever  they  were  given  chase?” 

“  Yes,  he  told  me  that,  and  I  mean  to  let  him  take  me 
there  before  the  day  is  over.  From  what  he  said,  it  is  not  a 
great  distance  from  here.” 

Charlie  and  Anna  were  strolling  around,  too,  and  so 
were  Jim  Dart  and  Eloise. 

The  senora  was  with  the  latter  couple,  and  was  much 
interested  in  showing  them  the  beautiful  flowers  in  the 
garden. 

Hop  and  Wing  were  taking  it  easy  beneath  the  shade  of 
a  palm,  and  it  was  not  long  before  the  two  servants  came 
out  and  joined  them. 

The  Mexican  woman  looked  at  the  two  heathens  curiously 
and  presently  a  faint  smile  showed  upon  her  face. 

“You  velly  nicee  lady,  so  be,”  Hop  ventured,  bowing  to 
her  in  his  winning  way. 

The  flattery  pleased  the  woman,  and  she  smiled  more 
than  ever. 

This  did  not  seem  to  suit  her  husband  at  all,  who  scowled 
mTrtiy  at  the  Chinaman  and  exclaimed: 

“Da  Chinee  talk  too  much.  He  better  keep  a-still.” 

“Lat  allee  light,  Misler  Gleaser,”  Hop  answered,  blandly. 
•“You  velly  nicee  man,  so  be.  Me  likee  you.  Me  likee  um 
lady,  too,  velly  muchee.  Maybe  you  givee  um  poor  Chinee 
lillee  dlink  of  wine.  Me  velly  dly.” 

This  mollified  the  peon  somewhat,  and  turning  to  his 
wife,  he  -aid  something  in  Spanish. 

>:.<•*  nodded  and  quickly  went  to  the  house. 

Ir:  a  few  minutes  =he  returned  with  an  earthen  jug  and 
“om*  glasses. 

Then  it  was  not  long  before  Hop  and  Wing  were  being 
rega led  with  some  of  the  wine. 

Wild  happened  to  look  that  way,  and  when  he  saw  what 
vru-  going  on  he  touched  Arietta  on  the  arm  and  said  : 

“  L/C-  go  over  there.  I  have  an  idea  that  something  will 
happen  before  long.  Hop  ha-  made  friends  with  the  two 
aer.anti.  We  won’t  go  too  close,  but  we  will  just  watch 
a;d  if-  what  happen*.” 


’S  RED-HOT  FIGHT. 


Meanwhile,  Hop  was  thinking  of  playing  some  kind  of  a 
joke. 

It  had  been  rather  dull  since  they  had  left  the  last  mining 
camp  they  stopped  at,  and  he  felt  that  he  was  growing  stale. 

He  was  so  fond  of  practical  joking  that  he  was  never  sat¬ 
isfied  unless  lie  had  some  one  to  make  a  victim. 

Being  a  rather  keen  observer,  he  had  already  set  Pedro 
down  as  being  no  good. 

He  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  play  a  trick  on 
him,  so  he  put  his  wits  tpgether  and  soon  thought  of  some¬ 
thing  that  he  could  do  in  that  direction. 

“Velly  goodee  wine,  so  be,”  he  said,  smacking  his  lips  as 
he  looked  at  the  jug.  “You  gottee  plenty  wine?” 

“Verra  much,”  Pedro  answered.  “Plenty  a-grapes  here. 
Make  much  a-wine.” 

“You  no  gottee  some  tanglefoot?” 

The  Mexican  shook  his  head  in  the  negative. 

“You  knowee  whattee  tanglefoot  is?”  Hop  said,  ques- 
tioningly. 

“No.” 

“Allee  samee  whisky,  so  be.  American  whisky.” 

“Da  senor  got  whisky,  but  me  no  take  da  whisky.” 

Hop  looked  around  to  see  if  any  one  was  watching  him, 
and  finding  that  apparently  no  one  vras,  he  drew  from  his 
pocket  a  pint  flask  that  was  filled  with  whisky  that  he  had 
obtained  at  the  inn. 

“You  tly  lillee  dlink  of  lis,”  he  said,  innocently.  “Velly 
goodee  tanglefoot.” 

Pedro  was  not  at  all  averse  to  accepting  the  invitation, 
so  Hop  poured  a  glass  nearly  full  and  handed  it  to  him. 

He  smacked  his  lips  when  he  had  swallowed  it,  and  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  greatly  pleased. 

“You  takee  lillee  dlink,  too?”  the  Chinaman  queried,  as 
he  smiled  at  the  peon’s  wife. 

“No,”  spoke  up  Pedro,  half  angrily.  “She  drink  da 
wine.  Dat  good  enough.” 

“Allee  light.  You  takee  lillee  more,  len.” 

This  time  Hop  dropped  a  pinch  of  powder  into  the  glass 
unobserved  by  any  one. 

Then  he  poured  it  nearly  full  of  whisky  from  the  flask. 

The  powder  he  had  put  there  was  nothing  more  than 
quinine,  which  is  a  very  bitter  dose,  as  the  reader  will  no 
doubt  admit. 

Pedro  swallowed  the  contents  of  the  glass  at  a  single 
gulp,  and  the  moment  he  had  done  so  an  expression  of 
disgust  came  over  his  face,  while  he  began  wiping  his 
mouth  and  leaping  about  as  though  he  had  been  taken  with 
a  spasm. 

“Whattee  mattee?”  Hop  asked,  innocently.  “You  no 
likee  tanglefoot?” 

But  Pedro  sputtered  and  kept  wiping  his  mouth,  at  the 
same  time  flashing  angry  glances  at  the  practical  joker. 

“Velly  stlange,”  Hop  declared,  shaking  his  head,  while 
Wing  looked  on  in  disgust,  for  the  jokes  of  his  brother  sel¬ 
dom  appealed  to  him. 

It  was  not  until  he  had  swallowed  a  goodly  quantity  of 
wine  that  Pedro  managed  1o  get  llie  taste  out  of  his  mouth. 

His  wife  had  been  doing  her  best  to  console  him,  though 
she  wondered  greatly  at  what  had  happened. 

While  the  two  were  standing  together.  Hop  got  close  to 
the  jug  and  dropped  more  powder  into  it. 
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But  this  time  it  was  not  quinine,  but  something  that 
would  cause  a  disturbance. 

He  had  barely  pulled  his  hand  away  from  the  jug  when 
the  contents  began  spurting  from  it  in  a  stream. 

He  uttered  a  sharp  cry  as  though  he  was  badly  fright¬ 
ened,  and  fell  over  Wing,  who  was  rising  to  his  feet  at  the 

time. 

The  two  Chinamen  went  rolling  upon  the  ground,  while 
Pedro  and  his  wife  looked  in  dismay  at  the  phenomenon. 

“Whattee  mattee?  Whattee  mattee?”  Hop  cried,  ex¬ 
citedly.  “Um  wine  allee  samee  shootee  uppee  likee  um 
geyser.  Velly  stlange.  Me  no  likee.” 

Attracted  by  the  cries,  Senora  Roderique  came  running 
to  the  spot,  followed  by  Jim  Dart  and  Eloise. 

Wild  and  Arietta  followed,  both  laughing  heartily,  for 
they  realized  that  Hop  had  perpetrated  a  joke.  „ 

Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Anna  soon  reached  the  scene,  too, 
and  then  it  was  not  long  before  the  ranchman  came  out  of 
the  house,  where  he  had  been  attending  to  something  that 
required  his  presence  there  at  the  time. 

The  froth  upon  the  jug,  for  it  had  soon  empited  itself, 
looked  queer  indeed,  and  the  senora  was  astonished. 

“Don’t  be  alarmed,”  Jim  said,  smiling  at  her.  “That 
fellow  there,”  pointing  to  Hop,  “is  a  joker.  He  has  been 
playing  a  trick  on  your  servants,  that’s  all.  I  am  sorry  he 
spoiled  the  contents  of  the  jug,  however.” 

“Oh,  that  is  nothing,”  the  woman  declared,  looking  re¬ 
lieved.  “Wine  is  almost  like  water  with  us.  Our  vineyard 
furnishes  us  with  more  than  we  can  possibly  use.  We  give 
it  away  to  our  neighbors,  in  fact.  But  you  say  the  China¬ 
man  has  played  a  joke.  What  could  he  have  done  to  cause 
so  much  excitement?” 

“I  will  make  him  tell  you,”  our  hero  spoke  up  just  then, 
and  seizing  Hop  by  the  collar  he  pushed  him  forward  and 
said : 

“Now  then,  Hop,  you  just  tell  the  lady  what  you  did  to 
cause  all  this  excitement.” 

‘Ole  no  do  anythling,  Misler  Wild,”  the  Chinaman  de¬ 
clared,  shaking  his  head. 

“None  of  that,  now.  I  mean  business.  Just  tell  her.” 

“Allee  light,  Misler  Wild,”  and  then  bowing  to  the  se¬ 
nora,  the  clever  Chinee  informed  her  that  he  had  merely 
placed  a  powder  into  the  jug  that  caused  it  to  ferment 
suddenly. 

“Oh!”  and  the  ranchman’s  wife  laughed.  “That  is 
simple  enough.  But  how  it  did  frighten  our  servants.” 

“Me  havee  lillee  fun,  so  be,  lat  allee,”  Hop  declared, 
meekly. 

The  ranchman  and  his  wife  had  seen  just  enough  to  make 
them  interested  in  Hop,  and  when  Wild  told  them  what  a 
clever  magician  he  was,  they  were  eager  to  have  him  per¬ 
form  one  of  his  mystifying  tricks. 

It  was  easy  to  induce  Hop  to  do  this,  for  he  was  al¬ 
ways  ready,  and  he  at  once  proceeded. 

He  did  several  things  which  puzzled  the  ranchman  and 
his  wife,  as  well  as  the  two  servants. 

He  planted  a  seed  in  the  ground  and  caused  a  rosebush 
to  appear  with  a  fine  red  rose  upon  it. 

This  he  handed  graciously  to  the  female  servant,  while 
her  husband  looked  daggers  at  him. 

Another  trick  he  performed  was  to  transform  a  common 


egg  into  a  seemingly  live  rattler,  and  this  wa6  the  greatest 
of  all,  so  the  Roderiques  declared. 

Meanwhile,  Pedro,  the  peon,  seemed  to  be  badly  fright¬ 
ened,  and  when  he  finally  edged  away  and  went  toward  the 
stable,  Wild  whispered  to  Cheyenne  Charlie: 

“I  am  going  to  follow  that  fellow,  for  I  have  an  idea 
he  is  going  to  leave  presently.  You  can  tell  Roderique  that 
I  have  gone  to  take  a  scout  around  the  vicinity  alone  by 
myself.  You  can  ask  him  to  take  you  and  Jim  to  the  spot 
yhere  the  bandits  are  in  the  habit  of  disappearing  so  often." 

“Right  yer  are,  Wild!”  the  scout  answered.  “I’ll  do 
jest  as  you  say.” 

Then  Wild  went  off  among  the  trees,  and  was  soon  at 
the  rear  of  the  stables,  where  there  was  a  little  window. 

As  he  peered  through  this  he  saw  Pedro  in  the  act  of 
saddling  a  mustang. 

“I  knew  it!”  he  exclaimed,  under  his  breath.  “Now, 
then,  I*  reckon  it  won’t  be  very  long  before  the  Hidalgo’s^ 
Hidden  Haunt  will  be  found.  This  fellow  will  take  *" 

direct  to  it,  if  I  am  not  mistaken.” 

He  waited  until  the  peon  led  his  horse  out  of  the  stable 
and  then  he  slipped  around  and  was  soon  saddling  his  sorrel 
stallion,  Spitfire. 

Wild  mounted  and  rode  out,  and  was  just  in  time  to 
catch  sight  of  Pedro  as  he  was  disappearing  in  a  little 
grove  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  distant. 

“I  reckon  I  am  on  the  trail  now,”  he  muttered.  “Well, 
here  goes.” 

He  looked  back  and  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  house  that 
was  almost  shut  off  from  view  by  the  trees. 

No  one  was  following  him,  and  satisfied  that  neither  he 
nor  Pedro  had  been  seen  as  they  left  the  stable,  he  rode 
on  straight  for  the  hills  which  were  very  close  by. 

As  the  grove  of  trees  was  left  behind  he  saw  the  Mexican 
riding  swiftly  over  the  almost  open  plain  ahead. 

He  was  going  straight  toward  a  little  grove  that  was  but 
a  short  distance  from  the  roadway  that  led  on  to  another 
Mexican  town. 

It  struck  him  right  away  that  this  might  he  the  place 
where  the  bandits  were  in  the  habit  of  disappearing. 

There  was  no  chance  to  hide  himself  from  the  view  of 
Pedro  now,  and  when  he  saw  the  man  turn  and  look  at  him 
he  merely  smiled.  _ y 

“He  knows  that  I  am  following  him,”  he  muttered,  “but 
the  chances  are  he  will  do  the  disappearing  act.  That  is 
what  I  am  waiting  for.” 

He  did  not  try  to  overtake  the  fellow  at  all,  but  rode 
along  at  about  the  same  pace  he  was  pursuing. 

When  the  peon  finally  reached  the  grove  of  trees  and 
entered  it,  Wild  was  well  satisfied  that  his  suspicions  were 
correct. 

He  urged  Spitfire  to  a  faster  gait  now,  and  soon  reached 
the  group  of  trees. 

He  could  see  through  them  fairly  well,  and  when  he 
found  that  both  horse  and  rider  had  disappeared,  he  smiled 
again. 

“Now  then,  old  boy.”  he  said,  as  he  brought  the  sorrel 
stallion  to  a  halt  in  the  center  of  the  grove,  “I  reckou  this 
is  far  enough  for  us  to  go  for  the  present.  You  stay  right 
here  and  i  will  look  around  a  bit.” 

% 

The  sorrel  gave  a  low  whinny,  as  though  in  answer  to 
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"hai  the  boy  said,  and  then  Wild  dropped  lightly  to  the 

ground. 

lie  was  not  long  in  finding  hoof-prints  there,  for  the 
>*‘dde  of  the  trees  caused  the  ground  to  be  rather  moist  and 

yielding. 

In  some  eases  the  hoof-prints  went  on  through  to  the 
other  side,  but  it  was  easy  for  him  to  notice  that  it  was  but 
few  of  them  that  did. 

Many  of  the  prints  stopped  right  where  there  was  a  slant¬ 
ing  bed  of  rock. 

The  young  deadshot  stepped  upon  this  rock  and  began 
searching  about  for  cracks  that  would  show  where  horses 
had  passed  over  them. 

Suddenly,  without  the  least  warning,  a  portion  of  the 
rock  gave  way  under  him,  and  before  he  could  catch  himself 
he  dropped  into  an  opening  beneath. 

Then  there  was  a  sharp  click,  and  the  rock  arose  and  as¬ 
sumed  its  former  position. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

WILD  IS  IN  LUCK. 

When  the  surface  of  rock  sank  beneath  the  weight  of 
Y'oung  Wild  West  it  went  down  only  on  one  side. 

But  it  was  so  slippery  that  the  boy  lost  his  foothold,  and 
being  unable  to  grab  hold  of  the  edges,  he  went  rolling 
downward  and  landed  easily  at  the  bottom  of  the  pit,  or 
whatever  it  might  be  termed. 

Before  he  could  scramble  to  his  feet  he  saw  the  rock, 
which  was  nothing  more  than  a  big  square  slab,  moving 
upward  as  though  of  its  own  accord. 

Then  suddenly  he  found  himself  in  darkness. 

Expecting  every  instant  to  be  grappled  with  by  some 
unseen  enemy,  he  braced  himself  against  a  wall  of  rock 
near  the  spot  where  he  had  been  so  unceremoniously  tum¬ 
bled,  and  drew  one  of  his  revolvers. 

But  no  one  came.  , 

This  was  rather  mystifying  to  the  boy,  and  after  he  had 
waited  fully  five  minutes  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
it  must  have  been  an  accident,  and  that  the  cause  of  his 
-iNcldcn  fail  into  the  dark  place  had  been  through  the  care¬ 
lessness  of  Pedro,  who  must  have  entered  in  that  way  but 
a  minute  or  two  before  him. 

“Well,  this  is  what  I  call  a  genuine  adventure,”  Wild 
muttered,  under  his  breath.  “I  have  no  doubt  that  I  have 
discovered  the  secret  entrance  to  the  hiding-place  of  the 
hidalgo.  But  how  it  is  that  I  managed  to  get  down  here 
-o  suddenly  I  can’t  understand.  Maybe  the  greaser  might 
have  failed  to  make  a  proper  fastening  and  the  rock  dropped 
beneath  my  weight.  Either  it  is  that  which  has  happened, 
or  I  am  a  prisoner  here  in  a  dark  pit.  I  reckon  I  will  in¬ 
vestigate.” 

But  he  waited  for  five  minutes  longer  before  he  moved 
from  the  spot,  and  then  hearing  nothing  that  would  make 
him  believe  that  there  was  any  one  close  at  hand,  he  started 
u  . tiour.lv  around  the  dark  inclo.-ure,  feeling  upon  the  sides 
with  his  hands  as  he  moved  along.  . 

He  went  for  a  distance  of  fully  twenty  feet  in  one  di- 
fec tion,  and  then  he  came  to  a  corner. 


With  a  nod  of  satisfaction  he  turned  and  moved  on  for 
perhaps  ten  feet  more,  when  lie  found  an  opening. 

As  he  peered  around  the  angle  he  had  come  to  he  saw  a 
faint  light  shining  somewhere  ahead. 

That  it  -came  from  a  lantern  or  lamp  he  was  well  satis¬ 
fied,  and  he  chose  to  go  no  further  around  the  -sides  of  the 
black  pit. 

“I  will  just  move  along  toward  that  light/’  he  muttered, 
“and  see  what  I  can  find.” 

Revolver  in  hand,  he  stepped  lightly  along,  taking  care 
to  keep  within  touch  of  the  right  side  of  the  passage,  which 
he  now  found  it  to  be. 

When  he  had  covered  a  distance  of  perhaps  a  hundred 
feet  he  could  see  that  the  light  came  from  a  lantern  that 
was  suspended  from  the  rocky  ceiling. 

He  knew  pretty  well  that  he  had  tumbled  into  a  natural 
cave,  but  as  he  was  able  to  see  about  him,  it  was  plain  that 
the  passage  had  been  fashioned  into  shape  by  the  hands  of 
man. 

Wild  kept  on  until  he  reached  the  lantern,  and  then  he 
found  that  there  was  a  broad  cave  before  him,  through 
which  came  the  light  of  day  from  some  source  or  other. 

Things  were  not  turning  out  exactly  as  he  thought  they 
would  when  he  felt  himself  falling  through  the  opening. 

They  were  progressing  nicely  now,  for  the  boy  well  knew 
that  if  any  one  wTas  aware  of  his  presence  in  the  under¬ 
ground  place  they  would  never  permit  him  to  walk  about 
with  his  weapons  in  his  possession. 

He  moved  along  into  the  cave  and  was  not  long  in  see¬ 
ing  that  the  light  came  through  from  above. 

The  air  was  not  over  good  there,  and  this  surprised  him 
a  little,  especially  as  light  came  through  so  close  by. 

But  it  was  rather  a  dim  light,  nevertheless,  and  not  until 
he  was  directly  beneath  where  it  came  from  did  he  discover 
that  there  was  a  very  thick  sheet  of  glass  above  him. 

“Whoever  contrived  all  this  certainly  wras  not  a  fool,” 
he  thought.  “There  has  been  a  crack  in  the  roof  above,  and 
glass  has  been  used  to  prevent  anything  from  falling  down 
here.  No  doubt  the  spot  above  this  is  supposed  to  be  a 
dry  water-course,  and  has  various  cracks  along  its  edges. 
Well,  it  is  all  right.  I  am  going  on  now  until  I  discover 
something  about  the  bandits.  I  want  to  know  where  that 
greaser  went.” 

As  he  remembered  that  Pedro  had  come  there  on  horse¬ 
back,  he  dropped  to  the  ground  and  began  making  an  ex¬ 
amination  for  hoof-prints. 

He  found  them  in  plenty,  and  more  satisfied  than  ever 
that  he  had  discovered  the  hiding-place  of  Roderique’s  ras¬ 
cally  cousin,  he  proceeded. 

The  cave  was  irregular  in  shape,  and  when  he  had  walked 
along  for  probably  fifty  or  sixty  feet  it  narrowed  down  into 
the  forih  of  a  passage  again. 

When  Wild  came  to  this  he  found  another  lantern  sus¬ 
pended  not  far  ahead  of  him,  so  he  pushed  boldly  on. 

This  passage  extended  on  for  about  a  hundred  yards,  and 
then  the  first  thing  the  young  deadshot  knew  be  heard  the 
sounds  of  voices  in  the  distance. 

“Now,  then,  for  the  finish,”  he  thought,  as  he  gave  a 
nod.  “I  certainly  am  doing  finely.” 

He  pushed  on,  being  careful  to  move  without  making  a 
sound,  und  when  about  another  hundred  yards  had  been 
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covered  lie  came  upon  a  dozen  or  more  horses  that  were  tied 
along  one  side  of  the  underground  place. 

It  seemed  to  be  a  well-kept  stable,  for  there  was  every¬ 
thing  there  for  the  convenience  of  t)ie  animals,  and  saddles 
and  bridles  were  hanging  about  from  pegs  that  had  been 
driven  into  the  crevices  of  the  rocky  sides. 

The  boy  again  nodded  and  laughed  lightly  in  an  exult¬ 
ant  way. 

“So  no  one  could  find  the  place  where  the  bandits  were 
hiding,  eh?”  he  muttered.  “Well,  it  seems  rather  strange 
that  I  should  come  here  and  tumble  right  into  the  place  as 
soon  as  I  arrive.  But  it  is  all  because  the  greaser  failed  to 
fasten  the  slab  of  rock  in  place.  Well,  things  generally  go 
my  way,  anyhow,  though  sometimes  it  takes  a  long  while  to 
get  there.” 

He  paid  little  attention  to  the  horses,  for  the  voices  were 
quite  plain  now,  and  turning  he  found  a  passage  and  saw 
plenty  of  daylight  not  far  ahead. 

Wild  now  dropped  upon  his  hands  and  knees,  for  he  felt 
that  he  must  use  his  utmost  caution. 

The  critical  moment  was  at  hand,  and  if  he  was  going 
to  spy  upon  those  who  were  talking  without  being  caught, 
he  must  be  very  careful,  indeed. 

He  was  not  long  in  reaching  the  end  of  the  passage,  and 
then  he  saw  what  certainly  must  be  the  ruins  of  some  an¬ 
cient  structure. 

Carved  pillars  of  stone  seemed  to  support  the  roof,  and 
blocks  such  as  were  used  in  ancient  masonry  construction 
lay  scattered  about  as  they  had  fallen  no  doubt  when  some 
earthquake  occurred  in  the  place. 

But  even  these  had  little  interest  for  Young  Wild  West 
just  then. 

It  was  only  a  passing  glance  that  he  gave  to  them,  and 
then  his  eyes  rested  upon  six  men  who  were  grouped  to¬ 
gether  in  one  corner  of  the  underground  apartment. 

One  of  them  was  Pedro,  the  servant  of  Roderique. 

The  others  he  had  never  seen  before. 

He  looked  them  over  keenly  and  finally  selected  the  man 
who  must  be  Manuel  Castro,  the  hidalgo. 

This  fellow  was  richly  dressed  in  the  Mexican  style,  and 
was  doing  the  most  of  the  talking,  his  remarks  being  ad¬ 
dressed  to  Pedro. 

ild  dared  to  creep  no  further,  so  he  crouched  close  to 
the  side  of  the  wall  and  listened. 

But  what  was  being  said  was  in  Spanish,  and  though  he 
understood  considerable  of  that  language  it  was  little  he 
could  make  out. 

But  he  marked  well  the  features  of  the  man,  as  well  as 
his  stature 'and  manners. 

Then  he  decided  to  go  back  to  his  horse. 

But  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him  that  there  must  be  an¬ 
other  way  to  get  out  of  the  underground  place,  and  as  he 
looked  around  he  saw  a  rather  broad  passage  that  led  oil 
sharply  to  the  left. 

Daylight  showed  at  the  end  of  it,  too,  so  satisfied  that  it 
would  be  better  for  him  to  go  that  way,  he  crept  around  and 
soon  entered  the  passage. 

Then  he  arose  to  his  feet  and  started  briskly  for  the 

outlet. 

It  was  not  more  than  a  couple  of  hundred  feet  that  he 
had  to  go  before  he  found  himself  in  a  rocky  gully,  and  as 


he  looked  upward  he  saw  that  the  rocks  extended  to  a 
height  of  almost  a  hundred  feet  above  him. 

“By  jingo!”  he  exclaimed,  under  his  breath,  who  would 
have  thought  that  1  had  come  all  the  way  to  the  rocky 
hills  I  saw?  Why,  it  looked  easily  to  be  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  from  the  grove  where  I  dismounted.  But  I  suppose 
I  was  deceived,  for  I  am  sure  I  haven’t  come  more  than 
three  hundred  yards  at  the  most.  But  even  that  is  quite  a 
distance,  so  it  is  all  right,  anyhow.  I  will  get  out  of  here 
and  then  go  back  and  find  Spitfire.  Probably  the  ranch¬ 
man  has  brought  Charlie  and  Jim  there  by  this  time  and  no 
doubt  they  were  surprised  to  find  my  horse  there  alone.” 

He  turned  to  the  right  and  soon  reached  the  end  of  the 
gully,  as  it  might  be  called. 

Then  as  he  dismounted  to  the  level  ground  he  found  him¬ 
self  looking  directly  at  the  spot  where  he  had  left  the  sorrel 
standing 

It  was  just  then  that  he  caught  sight  of  three  riders  as 
they*  emerged  from  the  grove. 

They  were  his  two  partners  and  Roderique. 

Wild  was  certainly  elated,  and  as  he  stepped  out  in  sight 
of  ‘them  he  waved  his  hat  and  motioned  for  them  to  wait 
for  him. 

The  three  reined  in  their  horses  and  remained  seated  in 
the  saddle  until  he  joined  them. 

“Where  have  you  been,  Wild?”  Jim  Dart  asked,  looking 
at  him  in  surprise. 

“Well,”  and  the  boy  smiled  at  the  inquiring  look  the 
ranchman  gave  him,  “I  have  been  inside  the  Hidalgo's 
Hidden  Haunt.” 

“What !”  gasped  Roderique,  looking  at  him  in  amaze¬ 
ment. 

“I  am  telling  you  the  truth,  senor.  I  dropped  in  there 
accidentally,  but  I  am  glad  I  did  now,  though  at  first  I 
thought  I  was  in  a  trap.  But  come  on.  We’ll  ride  back 
to  the  ranch.  I  don’t  wish  to  do  anything  further  just  at 
present.  I  want  to  see  a  picture  of  your  cousin  before  I 
do. anything  more.  Have  you  one  at  the  house?” 

“Yes,  I  have  two  or  three  of  them  that  were  taken  in 
the  different  costumes  he  wore.” 

“Well,  one  would  be  enough,  but  two  or  three  will  be 
better,  I  suppose.  Now,  come  on.  I  suppose  you  sawT  my 
horse  waiting  there.” 

“Yes,  and  we  left  him  jest  where  he  was.  At  first  Tit -wtr= 
goin’  ter  foller  us,  but  I  made  him  stay  there,”  Cheyenne 
Charlie  answered.  “But  tell  us  all  about  it.  Wild.” 

“I’ll  tell  you  as  we  are  riding  back,”  was  the  rather  tan¬ 
talizing  reply.  “But  the  mystery  of  the  disappearance  of 
the  bandits  each  time  they  were  hard  pressed  has  been 
solved,  you  can  depend  on  that.” 

Not  until  he  got  back  to  where  Spitfire  was  nibbling  at 
the  grass  in  the  grove  did  Wild  deign  to  tell  them  of  his 
experience. 

The  ranchman  interrupted  him  several  times,  but  at 
length  they  all  knew  exactly  what  had  happened. 

“Wonderful !”  Roderique  exclaimed,  shaking  his  head 
and  looking  at  the  boy  in  admiration.  “I  knew  if  «av  one 
could  do  it,  it  would  be  you.  Young  Wild  West.” 

“That's  all  right,*’  the  young  deadshot  answered,  in  his 
cool  and  easy  wav,  “but  you  will  admit  that  it  was  more 
by  luck  than  anything  else  that  l  made  such  an  Important 
discovery.  If  I  had  not  followed  Pedro,  of  course  none  of 

4* 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST'S  RED-HOT  FIGHT. 


17 


would  have  found  yet  where  the  1 
rascally  cousin  i>.  But  I  made,  up 
hi:n,  and  that  is  why  I  left  so  suddenly 
wa<  entertaining  you  at  the  house." 


uding-place  of  your 
my  mind  to  follow 
while  the  Chinaman 


“II  ell.  1  am  very  glad  you  acted  as  you  did,  senor.  I 
do  not  know  just  what  you  intend  to  do,  and  1  am  not 
going  to  ask  you.  for  what  you  have  already  accomplished 
i>  quite  enough  to  convince  me  that  you  know  your  busi- 
ness  much  better  than  I  do.” 


"All  right,  Senor  Roderique.  Let  it  go  at  that.  We 
will  go  back  to  the  house  and  try  and  put  in  an  enjoyable 
time  until  to-morrow.  Of  course,  you  must  not  let  your  ser¬ 
vant  know  that  any  of  us  are  the  least  suspicious  of  him. 
'I  ou  understand  that,  I  hope.” 

“Oh,  yes!  I  surely  will  not  say  a  word  to  him.  I  will 
not  even  ask  him  why  he  left  in  such  a  hurried  manner.” 

“'Well,  1  know  why  he  left  that  way.  He  became  sus¬ 
picious  that  we  had  come  here  to  try  and  find  the  stolen 
jewels.  lie  thought  he  had  better  go  and  tell  his  leader 
■’bout  it.  and  after  becoming  enraged  at  the  way  our  clever 
Chinaman  acted,  he  no  doubt  hastened  to  do  so.  He  really 
left  for  two  reasons.  One  was  that  he  wanted  to  get  away 
from  the  Chinaman,  and  the  other  was  to  let  Manuel  Castro 
know  of  what  he  suspected.” 

“You  are  no  doubt  right  in  what  you  say,  Senor  Wild 
West,”  the  ranchman  answered. 

They  were  not  long  in  riding  back  to  the  house,  and  find¬ 
ing  the  girls  sitting  on  the  large  porch  with  the  senora  and 
taking  things  pleasantly.  Wild  dismounted  and  asked  where 
Hop  was. 

“He  is  somewhere  around,”  Arietta  answered.  “Just 
call  him  and  no  doubt  he  will  quickly  come.” 

“Come  here,  Hop,”  the  boy  shouted. 

“Allee  light,  Misler  Wild,”  came  from  the  rear  of  the 
house,  and  then  the  clever  Chinee  appeared. 

“What  have  you  been  doing  since  I  went  away?”  the 
boy  asked,  rather  sternly. 

“Me  allee  samee  takee  velly  easy,  Misler  Wild.” 

“Been  asleep,  I  see.  Too  much  wine  and  tanglefoot,  I 
suppose.” 

“Maybe  lat  light,  Misler  Wild,  but  me  no  gittee  dlunk. 
Me  velly  goodee  Chinee.” 

“Yes,  very  good  indeed.  But  just  take  the  horses  to  the 
-r-'k^and  see  that  they  are  attended  to  properly.” 

“Allee  light,”  and  then  the  three  horses  were  turned 
over  to  the  Chinaman,  for  the  ranchman  insisted  on  taking 
his  own  to  the  stable. 

“Well,  did  you  learn  anything.  Wild?”  Arietta  asked, 
a.-  she  came  to  the  side  of  her  lover  and  looked  at  him, 


inquiringly. 

“A  whole  lot,  Et,”  was  the  reply.  “I  have  been  in  the 
hidiirg-place  of  the  hidalgo,  if  it  is  really  he  who  is  the 
leafier  of  the  bandits  who  have  been  making  things  un¬ 
pleasant  for  the  natives  around  here  so  long.” 

“You  have?”  and  the  girl  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

“That’s  rif'ht,  Et.  I’ll  tell  you  all  about  it  a  little  later. 
1  her**  is  no  need  of  talking  too  much  here,  for  the  woman 
tenant  i»  a  pretty  keen  one,  and  she  niay  be  listening. 

\ ri'-tta  raid  no  more  on  the  subject. 

TIh  ranchman’*  wife  -oon  came  forward  and  asked  the 
bo\  if  he  ha/1  made  any  progrr- j  in  tlm  search  for  her  stolen 


“Yes,  senora,"  Wild  answered,  with  a  smile.  “Pvt 
don't  talk  about  it  now,  please.  Your  husband  will  soon 
be  here,  and  lie  will  tell  you,  for  you  should  remain  per¬ 
fectly  silent  even  in  your  own  house,  unless  you  are  posi¬ 
tive  that  there  is  no  possibility  of  any  one  hearing  what 
is  said.” 

She  looked  at  him  wonderingly,  but  bowed  and  said  no 
more  on  the  subject. 

When  Roderique  came  in,  however,  she  excused  herself 
and  led  him  inside  the  house. 

They  were  gone  some  little  time,  and  when  they  returned 
again  there  was  a  happy  smile  on  the  senora’s  face,  which 
told  plainly  that  she  knew  all  about  our  hero’s  experience, 
and  that  she  felt  it  would  not  be  very  long  before  the  jewels 
would  be  restored  to  her. 

“Now  then,  senora,”  said  Wild,  smiling  pleasantly  at  the 
ranchman,  “just  show  me  the  photograph  I  was  speaking 
of,  if  von  please.  But  before  you  do  so  just  ask  your  wife 
to  go  to  the  kitchen,  so  she  may  keep  an  eye  on  the  servant." 

“I  understand,”  the  senora  spoke  up,  quickly,  and  she 
immediately  departed  from  the  room. 

Then  it  was  not  long  before  Roderique  produced  three 
photographs. 

The  moment  his  eyes  rested  upon  the  first  .one  he  picked 
up,  Wild  saw  that  his  suspicions  had  been  entirely  correct. 

What  he  was  looking  at  was  the  picture  of  the  man  he 
had  seen  talking  so  earnestly  to  the  rascally  greaser  in  the 
underground  place. 

“Well,  senor,”  he  said,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  “I  reckon 
the  servant  is  not  listening  now,  so  I  will  tell  you  that  you 
were  quite  right  in  judging  the  character  of  your  cousiu. 
But  say!  where  is  his  home  when  he  is  not  with  his  gang?” 

“Only  about  two  miles  from  here.  He  has  a  splendid 
ranch,  too.  It  is  far  superior  to  mine.  My  cousin  is  very 
wealthy,  you  know.” 

“It  seems  strange  that  he  should  take  up  the  business  of 
thievery,  then.” 

“Yes,  that  is  what  I  have  marveled  at  ever  since  I  be¬ 
came  convinced  that  he  had  stolen  the  jewels.” 

“But  he  not  only  took  the  jewels,  for  I  believe  you  told 
me  a  large  sum  of  money  was  taken  the  same  night.” 

“Y^es,  that  is  true.  But  I  don’t  care  so  much  about  the 
money.  It  is  the  jewels  I  want.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  you’ll  get  the  money  back,  too.  In  fact, 
I  will  promise  you  that  you  will  have  them  before  noon  to¬ 
morrow.  How  does  that  suit  you,  senor?” 

“Finely.  I  only  hope  that  what  you  say  will  come  true.” 

“It  will  come  true  all  right.  I  don’t  know  how  many 
belongs  to  Senor  Castro's  band,  but  there  were  only  five  of 
them,  counting  Pedro,  when  I  was  spying  upon  them.” 

“Well,  there  are  not  more  than  eight  at  the  most,  1  am 
sure.” 

“That  being  the  case,  the  other  three  must  have  been 
out  somewhere.” 

“Quite  likely.” 

“Well,  just  let  matters  rc«t  now  until  to-morrow  morn¬ 
ing.  1  hope  both  you  anil  the  senora  will  have  a  good 
night's  sleep,  for  there  is  no  need  of  doing  any  worrying 
about  it.  1  will  have  tilings  all  fixed,  and  in  the  morning 
we  will  proceed  1o  corral  the  bandits.  IVo  may  have  a  hot 
fight  before  we  get  through,  but  if  we  do  that  will  be  just  to 
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our  liking.  Both  my  partners  and  myself  like  the  excite¬ 
ment  of  a  fight,  you  know.” 

Wild  now  walked  outside,  and  when  he  saw  Pedro  walk¬ 
ing  from  the  direction  of  the  stable  just  as  though  he  had 
been  at  work  there,  he  gave  a  nod  and  said : 

“So  one  of  the  bandits  has  left  the  cave,  I  see.  Well,  be 
careful  and  not  say  anything  that  will  give  him  the  least 
suspicion,  senor.” 

“I  assure  you  that  you  need  not  fear  about  that,’  was  the 
retort.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

% 

PEDRO  T9  LOCKED  UP. 

In  spite  of  her  nervousness  from  the  result  of  Young 
Wild  West's  investigations,  Senora  Roderique  saw  to  it  that 
an  excellent  dinner  was  served  that  evening. 

The  woman  servant  waited  upon  the  guests  with  an  ex¬ 
actness  that  told  how  well  she  understood  her  business,  and 
never  once,  by  word  or  look,  did  she  indicate  that  she  knew 
anything  about  the  robbery  of  the  jewels. 

Excitement  was  something  that  Young  Wild  West  liked, 
as  the  reader  knows,  but  he  seldom  or  ever  got  excited  him¬ 
self. 

What  he  had  passed  through  during  the  afternoon  had 
not  lessened  his  appetite  one  bit. 

It  was  the  same  with  his  companions,  and  they  all  ate 
heartily  of  the  sumptuous  meal  that  had  been  prepared  with 
so  much  pains  for  their  especial  benefit. 

Wine  was  served,  of  course,  but  Cheyenne  Charlie  was  the 
only  one  of  the  party  who  partook  of  it. 

The  rest  contented  themselves  with  the  tea  and  lemon¬ 
ade. 

They  lingered  nearly  an  hour  at  the  table  in  the  well- 
furnished  dining-room  of  the  ranchman’s  home,  and  the 
conversation  drifted  from  one  thing  to  another,  but  never 
once  touched  upon  the  bandits  or  the  stolen  jewels. 

The  senora  was  really  happy,  and  when  Roderique  told 
Wild  that  it  was  the  first  time  she  had  been  that  way  since 
the  loss  of  her  jewels,  the  boy  did  not  doubt  him  in  the 
least. 

When  the  meal  was  about  over,  Roderique  caused  some 
choice  cigars  to  be  brought  to  the  table. 

Both  Wild  and  Jim  smoked,  for  they  had  been  taught 
that  in  their  younger  days,  and  they  believed  that  it  did 
them  no  harm,  so  long  as  they  did  not  go  at  it  too  strong. 

A\  hile  Charlie  would  have  much  preferred  his  old  black 
pipe,  he  lighted  one  of  the  Havanas,  and  tipping  back  his 
chair,  sent  the  smoke  flying  in  wreaths  toward  the  ceiling. 

“This  is  what  I  call  mighty  scrumptious,”  he  observed, 
with  a  grin.  “When  a  feller  has  got  a  full  stomach  an’ 
kin  have  a  smoke  right  after  it,  he  sartinly  is  enjoyin’  him¬ 
self.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  that,  Senor  Cheyenne,”  the 
ranchman  answered,  with  a  smile.  “Those  cigars  came  to 
me  direct  from  Havana,  and  if  the  price  I  paid  for  them 
means  anything,  they  should  be  good  ones.” 

“Well,  this  one  is  sartinly  a  ripper,  an*  no  mistake.  I 
reckon  I  could  smoke  all  night  on  this  an’  feel  mighty  easy 
while  doin’  it,  too.” 


“Well,  when  you  finish  that  one  there  are  plenty  more, 
so  don’t  endeavor  to  make  it  last  longer  than  it  should.” 

“All  right,  senor.  I’ll  let  her  go.” 

The  two  Chinamen  were  eating  in  the  kitchen  at  the 
time,  along  with  Pedro,  and  they  got  fully  as  good  a  meal 
as  did  the  guests. 

In  the  evening,  Senora  Roderique  escorted  the  girls  into 
the  best  room  of  the  house,  where  there  was  a  piano  that 
was  thoroughly  up-to-date. 

She  was  quite  a  musician  herself,  and  since  Anna  and 
Eloise  could  play  quite  well,  there  was  no  end  of  music  dur¬ 
ing  the  time  that  elapsed  before  retiring. 

Roderique  and  his  wife  sang  a  little  for  them,  too.  and 
as  both  had  good  voices  this  made  the  time  pass  more  pleas¬ 
antly. 

It  was  rather  late  when  they  retired,  and  when  they  did 
so  all  -were  satisfied  that  they  had  never  been  entertained 
better  in  their  lives. 

As  was  usually  the  case,  Young  Wild  West  was  one  of 
the  first  to  be  up  in  the  morning. 

He  was  out  of  the  house  just  as  the  sun  was  rising,  and 
he  at  once  started  to  take  a  stroll  about  the  spacious 
grounds. 

Of  course  he  had  Pedro  in  his  mind  at  the  time,  and  it 
was  not  long  before  he  found  him  busy  in  an  out-house, 
where  the  two  Chinaman  *were  still  asleep,  overhead,  clean¬ 
ing  some  kitchen  utensils. 

The  few  cowboys  the  ranchman  had  in  his  employ  were 
at  their  quarters,  which  was  a  short  ‘distance  from  the 
house. 

But  Wild  paid  no  attention  to  the  cowboys.  It  was  Pedro 
he  was  after. 

“Verra  nice  a-morning,  senor,”  the  peon  said,  as  Wild 
paused  in  the  doorway  and  watched  him  at  his  work. 

“Yes,  Pedro,”  the  boy  replied,  in  his  cool  and  easy  way. 
“You  are  an  early  riser,  it  seems.” 

“Me  get  a-up  when  daylight  come,  senor,”  was  the  reply. 

“And  you  go  to  bed  rather  early,  I  suppose?” 

“Yes,  senor.” 

“Well,  you  don’t  have  a  great  deal  of'  work  to  do,  anyhow. 
You  have  an  easy  thing  of  it,  I  should  say.” 

“Plenty  work,  senor.  My  wife  have  to  work  verra  hard. 
She  cook  da  meals  and  help  da  senora.” 

“Well,  when  you  have  no  guests  here  it  should  nqt^  - 
very  hard  for  her.” 

“Oh,  she  no  care.  My  wife  verra  smart  woman.” 

“And  you  are  a  very  smart  man,  too.” 

“\Tes,  senor.” 

Wild  saw  that  he  was  pleased  at  the  flattery  he  was  giving 
him,  so  he  continued  on  in  this  way  for  a  little  while,  and 
then  suddenly  looking  the  Mexican  squarely  in  the  eyes, 
he  said: 

“Are  you  acquaiuted  with  Senor  Castro?" 

“Da  rich  hidalgo,  you  mean?”  Pedro  answered,  quickly. 

“Yes,  he  is  a  cousin  of  your  master's,  I  believe." 

“Pat  right,  senor.  But  Senor  Roderique  no  like  Senor 
Castro.” 

“How  is  that?” 

“Senor  Castro  think  he  better  than  Senor  Roderique.1 
He  got  plenty  of  money  and  lias  royal  blood  in  his  veins." 

“Oh,  I  see.  I  didn’t  know  there  was  any  such  tiling 
here  in  Mexico  in  these  days.” 
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'*  Senor  Castro's  ancestors  came  from  Spain.  Xo  Indian 
blood  in  his  veins.  ” 

"1  see.  That  makes  him  better,  1  suppose.” 

J  “Yes,  senor.” 

“Well.  Pedro,  Senor  Roderique  speaks  to  his  cousin 
when  they  meet,  I  suppose?” 

“Xot  verra  much.” 

“Castro  never  comes  here,  then?” 

“Xo,  senor.” 

“How  long  is  it  since  he  was  here  last?” 

‘‘Me  no  know  dat,  senor.  He  never  come  here  while  I 
work  for  Senor  Roderique.” 

‘‘You’re  sure  of  that?” 

“Yes,  senor,”  and  the  peon- looked  the  boy  squarely  in 
the  eyes  without  flinching. 

“Well,  you  are  a  pretty  good  liar,”  thought  Wild,  but  he 
did  not  let  out  his  opinion  just  then. 

“You  were,  of  course,  at  home  the  night  the  robbery  oe- 
-  :urred?”  he  went  on,  after  a  pause. 

“  ^es,  senor.  Dat  verra  bad.  Da  bandits  steal  da  jewels 
and  da  money.  Xobody  find  dem.  Verra  bad.  Me  no  like 
da  bandits.” 

“You  have  no  idea  where  the  bandits  hide  themselves, 
have  you,  Pedro?” 

“Me  like  to  find,”  declared  the  Mexican,  rising  to  his 
^  feet.  “Me  get  plenty  money  then.” 

“Well,  I  should  think  it  would  be  an  easy  thing  to  find 
them.” 

“You  think  dat.  Young  Wild  West?” 

“Yes.  Senor  Roderique  has  told  me  that  there  is  a  cer¬ 
tain  place  not  far  from  here  where  they  usually  disappear 
when  they  are  being  chased.  It  seems  to  me  that  it  hadn’t 
j  ought  to  take  long  to  find  where  they  go  without  being  dis- 
«?  covered.” 

“Dat  verra  much  of  a  mystery,”  and  Pedro  shook  his 
1  head  and  looked  very  solemn. 

“I  have  heard  tell  of  such  things  as  the  ground  opening 
and  swallowing  people  up.  This  might  be  the  case  with 
the  bandits  when  they  disappear.” 

The  peon  winced  slightly  at  this,  but  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  he  braced  up  and  shook  his  head. 

“Dat  verra  strange,  senor,”  he  answered.  “If  da  ground 
open  and  ^wallow  up  da  bandits  da  hole  would  be  there.” 

\tell,  perhaps  the  hole  might  be  covered  up  in  a  hurry. 
I  have  heard  of  such  things,  you  know.” 

^  “Me  no  understand  dat.” 

“Well,  never  mind,  Pedro.  I  think  vour  mistress  will 
soon  have  possession  of  the  stolen  jewels.  I  am  going  to 
get  them  for  her  before  the  day  is  out.  I  will  find  where 
the  bandits  are,  and  don’t  you  forget  it.” 

“Me  hear  Senor  Roderique  say  dat  Young  Wild  West 
verra  -mart  American  boy.  Maybe  you  find.” 

“I  think  I  will,  Pedro.  I  might  call  on  you  for  a  little 
be  In  because  the  chances  are  there  will  be  a  hot  fight  before 

k  * 

fj  we  are  through.” 

“Me  no  fight  verra  much,  senor,”  and  the  Mexican 
t  -h rugger]  his  shoulders  and  looked  rather  uneasy.  “Me 

^  no  like  to  fight.” 

*  “Oh,  you  don’t,  eh?  Well,  I  reckon  we  can  get  along 
without  you,  then.  It  won’t  take  more  than  three  of  us 
to  corral  the  bandits.  All  we  have  got  to  do  is  to  find  where 

they  are,  and  then  we  will  goon  get  them.” 


“If  you  catch  da  bandits  you  get  plenty  of  money, 
senor,”  and  the  Mexican  smiled  as  he  spoke. 

“Well,  we  don't  need  the  money  exactly,  but  of  course  if 
there  is  any  to  be  given  out  we  won’t  refuse  it.  But  go 
ahead  with  your  work,  Pedro.  I  won’t  stop  you  any 
longer.” 

Satisfied  that  he  had  said  quite  enough  to  make  the  ras¬ 
cally  Mexican  hurry  to  the  headquarters  of  the  bandits  as 
soon  as  he  got  the  chance,  Wild  walked  leisurely  on  and 
finally  paused  where  he  was  half  hidden  in  the  flower  gar¬ 
den. 

But  he  was  watching  closely,  and  it  was  not  long  before 
he  saw  the  Mexican  hurrying  toward  the  stable. 

The  moment  he  noticed  this  the  young  deadshot  slipped 
out  of  the  garden  and  hurried  in  the  same  direction,  taking 
care  to  keep  himself  concealed  from  the  view  of  the  rascal. 

He  went  around  behind  the  stable  and  peered  through 
the  little  window  he  had  been  at  the  day  before. 

When  he  saw  the  Mexican  hurriedly  saddling  a  horse  he 
knew  that  he  was  bent  on  getting  to  the  Hidalgo’s  Hidden 
Haunt  without  delay. 

But  Wild  did  not  intend  that  he  should  go  there. 

He  had  said  quite  enough  to  make  the  bandits  be  on  their 
guard  should  they  become  aware  of  it. 

However,  he  meant  to  let  the  rascal  go  all  the  way  to 
the  grove  before  he  stopped  him. 

Pedro  had  no  sooner  mounted  his  horse  and  started  to 
ride  away  when  Wild  ran  around  into  the  stable  and  quickly 
putting  a  bridle  on  the  sorrel  stallion  he  led  him  outside 
and  mounted  him,  bareback. 

Then  he  started  after  the  Mexican  at  a  swift  gallop. 

It  was  not  until  he  was  half  way  to  the  grove  of  trees 
where  the  hidden  entrance  to  the  underground  place  was 
located  that  the  peon  looked  back  and  saw  that  he  was 
being  followed. 

He  slackened  the  pace  of  his  horse  instantly,  and  Wild 
came  up  with  him  just  as  the  edge  of  the  grove  was  reached. 

“Where  are  you  going,  Pedro?”  the  boy  asked,  in  his 
cool  and  easy  way,  while  a  smile  played  about  his  lips. 

“Me  take  a  little  ride,  senor,  dat’s  all.” 

“I  thought  perhaps  you  might  be  going  to  find  Manuel 
Castro  and  tell  him  what  I  said  to  you  a  little  while  ago. 
Probably  I  am  mistaken,  though.” 

Pedro  winced  at  this,  and  looked  toward  the  center  of 
the  grove,  uneasily. 

“I  reckon  you  will  ride  back  with  me,  Pedro,”  said  the 
boy,  nodding  his  head  in  a  way  that  showed  how  determined 
he  was. 

“Me  go  back  if  you  say  so,  senor,”  was  the  meek  retort. 

“Well,  I  do  say  so.  Now  you  come  right  along.  You 
haven’t  had  your  breakfast  yet,  I  know.” 

“Me  no  care  for  da  breakfast.” 

“Well,  that’s  all  right.  You  will  be  glad  enough  to  eat 
it  when  you  get  it,  I  think.  Come  right  along.” 

Unable  to  show  the  reluctance  he  felt,  Pedro  hesitated. 

But  a  nod  from  the  young  rleadshot  caused  him  to  change 
his  mind,  so  he  turned  his  horse  and  the  two  rode  back  t« 
the  ranch,  side  by  side. 

When  they  arrived  there  Senor  Roderique  was  standing 
before  the  house,  watching  them  curiously. 

“Good  morning,  senor,”  our  hero  said,  with  a  nod  and 
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smile.  “Have  you  got  a  room  in  your  house  where  a  man 
might  he  safely  locked  in?” 

“  Why,  yes,”  was  the  reply.  “  I  think  I  could  soon  fix 
one  up.” 

“You  are  sure  there  would  be  no  chance  of  the  fellow 
making  his  escape?” 

“Quite  sure,  senor.” 

“Well,  I  think  I  will  lock  your  servant  up  for  a  while.” 

“Very  well.  Come  right  on.  I  will  soon  have  the  room 
ready.” 

“What  da  matter,  Senor  Roderique?”  cried  Pedro,  wildly, 
his  swarthy  face  turning  a  sickly  yellow  hue.  “Me  verra 
good  servant.  Me  no  want  to  be  locked  up.” 

“Hold  your  tongue,  you  villain!”  Roderique  exclaimed, 
in  Spanish,  while  his  eyes  flashed  dangerously.  “You  will 
be  locked  irp  for  a  good  while  after  you  are  turned 
over  to  the  proper  authorities.  You  scoundrel,  you  !  To 
be  ^6"*  league-  with  the  bandits  and  assist  in  robbing  my 
house.  I  know  all,  Pedro.  You  are  doomed  to  prison.” 

“Caramba!”  hissed  Pedro,  his  brow  darkening  and  his 
eyes  blazing  with  fury.  “Me  kill  a-you  for  dat,  Senor 
Roderique !” 

He  leaped  from  the  back  of  his  horse  as  he  spoke  and 
then  quickly  drew  a  dagger  from  somewhere  on  his  person. 

But  Young  Wild  West  was  altogether  too  quick  for  him. 

He  was  upon  the  ground  in  a  twinkling,  and  a  well- 
directed  blow  sent  the  Mexican  rolling  upon  the  ground. 

Then  the  boy  quickly  took  the  dagger  from  him  just  as 
Charlie  and  Jim  came  running  out  of  the  house. 

“Boys,”  said  the  young  deadshot,  coolly,  “just  take  that 
fellow  inside-.  The  senor  will  find  a  place  to  lock  him  up. 1 
I  had  a  little  talk  with  him  a  short  time  ago.  and  I  knew 
he  would  hasten  to  get  to  the  headquarters  of  the  bandits 
without  delay,  so  I  watched  him.  I  let  him  go  all  the  way 
to  the  grove,  and  then  I  took  charge  of  him.  Senor  Rod¬ 
erique  has  told  him  that  he  has  discovered  his  duplicity, 
and  he  has  promised  that  he  shall  be  sent  to  prison.  There 
is  no  need  of  carrying  on  the  farce  any  longer,  as  far  as 
Pedro  is  concerned.  I  would  advise  that  his  wife  is  taken 
care  of,  too.” 


■  what  had  happened,  though  she  had  heard  the  excited 
voices  and  sounds  of  the  struggle  that  had  taken  place. 

The  bov  quickly  related  to  her  what  had  happened,  and 
then  Arietta  readily  agreed  to  be  the  jailer  for  Pedro. 

“I  want  you  to  watch  the  woman,  too,”  he  said.  “Anna 
and  Eloise  can  assist  you  in  that.  Hop  and  Wing  will  re¬ 
main  outside,  so  there  will  be  no  chance  of  Pedro  squeezing 
through  the  little  window  in  the  storeroom.” 

The  senora  was  very  much  agitated,  but  when  she  had 
heard  all  about  it  she  became  more  calm. 

Meanwhile,  Pedro’s  wife  was  going  about  in  an  excited 
wav,  and  when  Wild  finallv  faced  her  and  told  her  that  she 
must  not  leave  the  house  without  permission,  she  flew  into 
a  rage. 

“Take  it  easy,  woman,”  the  boy  said,  holding  up  his 
hand.  “Such  talk  is  not  becoming  to  even  a  female  ser¬ 
vant.  You  take  my  advice  and  cool  down  a  little.  If  you 
don’t  you  may  be  sorry  for  it.  I  may  as  well  tell  you  that' 
your  husband  is  doomed  to  prison,  and  unless  you  want  to 
suffer  the  same  fate  you  will  repent  at  once  and  make  a 
full  confession  of  all  that  has  taken  place  here.  You  know 
very  well  that  your  husband  assisted  the  bandits  to  rob  this 
house.  You  also  know  that  the  hidalgo  was  the  principal 
in  that  affair.  Now,  then, 'the  quicker  you  make  a  con¬ 
fession  the  better  it  will  be.” 

This  was  a  little  too  much  for  the  Mexican  woman. 

She  broke  down  and  began  sobbing  violently. 

Wild  waited  a  while,  and  finally  when  he  found  she  was 
in  a  more  passive  mood,  he  turned  to  the  ranchman’s  w7ife 
and  said : 

“Now,  then,  you  go  ahead  and  question  her.  I  think 
she  will  be  willing  to  tell  all  she  knows.” 

The  senora  hastened  to  do  as  she  was  directed,  and  the 
result  was  that  in  less’  than  half  an  hour  the  woman  had 
admitted  to  everything. 

She  said  that  Pedro,  though  not  exactly  a  regular  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  bandit  band,  had  long  been  in  league  with  them, 
and  that  he  had  often  furnished  them  with  information 
that  led  to  robberies  in  different  parts  of  that  section  of 
the  country. 


(  harlie  and  Jim  knew  their  business  thoroughly  well, 
and  picking  up  the  struggling  form  of  the  rascally  peon 
they  carried  him  bodily  into  the  house. 

'Hie  ranchman  was  not  long  in  leading  them  to  a  small 
room  that  was  used  for  storiflg  articles  that  were  not  in  use 
at  all  times. 


There  was  but  one  little  window  to  it,  aud  this  was 
scarcely  large  enough  to  permit  the  scoundrel  to  escape. 

Into  the  apartment  the  Mexican  was  thrown,  and  then 
the  door  was  shut  and  the  key  turned  in  the  lock. 

“  Xo"h  thpn-”  our  hero  called  out,  “if  you  attempt  to  get 
out  of  this  room  without  permission  you  will  be  shot. 
There  will  be  some  one  guarding  you  all  the  time.  Just 
remember  that,  Pedro.” 


The  prisoner  broke  into  a  torrent  of  abuse,  but  our  hero 
eared  little  for  that. 

The  gii  Is  had  ri^en  by  this  time,  and  after  greeting  them 
Wild  nodded  to  Arietta  and  said: 

“Et,  I  am  going  to  leave  you  to  guard  a  room  in  this 
house  while  we  are  away  this  morniim. M 

hat  is  it,  \\  ild  ’  the  girl  asked,  for  she  did  not  know 


Then  she  began  begging  for  mercy,  and  after  a  solemn 
promise  had  been  exacted  of  her  that  she  would  not  attempt 
to  leave  the  house,  and  that  she  would  obey  her  mistress 
and  master  in  all  things,  Wild  decided  that  every tlnn - 
all  right  to  proceed. 

Hall  an  hour  after  breakfast  was  eaten  the  young  dead- 
shot  nodded  to  his  partners  and  said : 

Aow,  then,  I  reckon  we’ll  go  over  to  the  Hidalgo’s 
Hidden  Haunt,  as  it  is  called.  There  may  be  as  many  as 
eight  of  them,  since  Pedro  is  not  always  with  them,  and  not 
supposed  to  be  one  of  the  bandits.  But  that  will  make  no 
difference,  boys.  W  e  ought  to  be  able  to  catch  them 
napping.” 

1  hat  s  right,  Mild!”  the  scout  exclaimed,  smiling 
grimly.  “It  they  put  up  a  fight  there’ll  be  a  red-hot  time 
for  awhile,  an'  dou't  yer  forgit  it.  I'm  jest  in  ther  humor 
this  roomin'  ter  do  a  little  shootin’.  blamed  if  1  nn't.” 

Our  three  friends  now  made  their  way  toward  the  stable 
to  get  their  horses. 


I  he  ranchman  followed  them,  aud  in  a  hesitating 
he  said : 

“Shall  I  accompany  you,  Senor  Wild  West  V' 
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"No,  senor,  ’  was  the  reply,  "You  had  better  remain 
right  at  home.  I  reckon  the  three  of  us  can  take  care  of 
the  bandits  all  right.  We  will  take  your  villainous  cousin 
I  alive  and  fetch  him  here,  along  with  the  jewels  and  stolen 

•  *  you  must  accompany  us  to  the  town  where 

you  want  him  locked  up.  Probably  we  will  not  be  able  to 

^  take  all  the  bandits  alive,  but  we  will  do  our  best.” 

“If  there  is  a  light  and  any  of  them  happen  to  get  killed 
I  assure  you  that  I  will  use  my  influence  to  save  you  from 
getting  into  any  trouble  with  the  authorities  on  this  side 
of  the  line,’*  the  ranchman  declared. 

"Well,  we’ll  take  our  chances  on  that,  anyhow.  Some¬ 
times  we  get  into  trouble  when  we  come  over  the  border,  but 
we  always  get  out  of  it  pretty  quick,  I  am  happy  to  say.” 

M  ild  and  his  partners  were  not  long  in  saddling  their 
horses. 

They  took  their  rifles  with  them,  of  course,  for  they  felt 

•  that  they  might  find  it  necessary  to  use  them  before  they 
got  through  with  the  hidalgo  and  his  hand. 

•Just  as  they  were  about  to  ride  away  a  horseman  came 
^  galloping  toward  the  ranch. 

The  moment  the  eyes  of  Young  Wild  West  rested  upon 
him  he  recognized  the  horseman  as  being  Ranee  Devlin,  the 
bad  man  who  had  been  so  anxious  to  accompany  them  from 
Tucson  to  Nogales. 

"There  comes  that  tall  galoot,  Wild,”  the  scout  said,  in 
surprise.  "I  wonder  what  he  wants?” 

"Well,  it  is  all  right,  Charlie,”  was  the  reply.  "Maybe 
he  can  help  us  out  a  little.  He  will  come  in  handy  to  tie 
up  the  prisoners,  anyhow,  for  he  is  as  strong  as  an  ox.” 

"I  think  he  could  do  a  little  fighting,  too,  if  he  got  in  a 
tight  place,”  Jim  Dart  observed,  with  a  nod  of  his  head. 

•  “Oh,  yes,  there  is  no  doubt  of  that.  Well,  we  will  let 
him  go  with  us,  if  he  wants  to.” 

"Oh,  he’ll  want  ter  go  well  enough,”  the  scout  declared, 
i  When  Devlin  brought  his  horse  to  a  halt  close  to  them 
his  face  .had  a  rather  sheepish  look. 

"Good-mornin’,  everybody!”  he  said.  "Don’t  give  me 
a  scoldin/  for  cornin’  over  here.  Young  Wild  West,  but  I 
found  out  where  you  was,  an’  I  couldn’t  help  it.  I  hung 
around  all  day  yisterday,  an’  had  a  big  time  last  night.  But 
all  ther  time  I  was  thinkin’  of  cornin’  where  you  was.  Yer 
ain’t  goin’  ter  send  me  away,  are  yer?” 

'  ~  c'~  N ot  just  yet,  Ranee,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  with  a 

smile.  "I  think  you  can  help  us  out  a  little  bit  if  you  care 
to.  We  are  going  after  some  bandits,  and  there  may  be  as 
'  many  as  eight  of  them.  They  will  put  up  a  fight,  no  doubt, 
so  if  you  feel  like  taking  part  in  it  you  are  welcome.” 

"Feel  like  takin’  part  in  it !”  exclaimed  the  man,  jubil¬ 
antly.  "Well,  I  reckon  I  do.  I’ll  go  through  fire  for  you, 
Younsz  Wild  West.  Jest  tell  me  what  I’ve  got  ter  do  an’ 
HI  do  it.” 

"All  right,  then,”  said  Young  Wild  West.  "All  you  have 
got  to  do  for  the  present  is  to  ride  along  with  us  quietly. 

1  .  When  the  time  comes  I  will  tell  you  what  I  want  you  to  do. 

I  P '  -age  remember  that.” 

"Whoopee,  whoopee!”  yelled  Devlin,  waving  his  hat. 

" I’m  in  luck,  I  am.” 

"We’ll  -ee  you  in  an  hour  or  two,  1  think,  Senor  Rod- 
er;i,  f,”  Wild  called  out,  and  then  the  four  rode  away, 
beading  for  the  grove  where  the  mysterious  entrance  to  the 

il  d*  -  Hidden  Haunt  was  located. 


CHAPTER  V III. 

THE  MEXICAN  WOMAN’S  TREACHERY. 

Hop  and  Wing  had  been  told  just  what  they  were  to  do, 
so  the  prisoner  had  not  long  been  in  the  little  room  when 
they  took  np  their  stations  outside  where  they  could  watch 
the  small  window. 

The  window  was  not  more  than  eight  feet  from  the 
ground,  and  as  there  happened  to  be  a  couple  of  shade  trees 
near  the  house,  the  two  Chinamen  sat  down  and  prepared 
for  their  vigil. 

To  make  it  look  as  though  he  meant  business^  Hop  had 
his  big  old-fashioned  revolver  lying  on  the  ground  within 
easy  reach,  while  Wing  had  taken  a  rifle  which  he  kept  lying 
across  his  knees. 

Meanwhile,  Pedro’s  wife  had  been  doing  some  h^rd 
thinking  after  having  made  her  confession. 

Ho  doubt  the  woman  really  loved  her  husband,  and  this 
caused  her  to  feel  as  though  she  must  save  him  from  prison. 

She  was  one  of  the  crafty  sort,  and  by  acting  in  a  very 
docile  and  humblegway  she  at  length  gained  the  consent  of 
the  mistress  of  the  ranch  to  go  outside  and  get  some  water 
from  the  well,  which  was  close  to  where  the  two  Chinamen 
were  sitting. 

She  went  past  them,  eyeing  them  sharply,  and  after 
drawing  a  pail  of  water  she  set  it  down  and  then  stepped 
over  to  them. 

"You  want  some  wine?”  she  asked,  in  a  low  tone  of 
voice. 

Hop  looked  at  her  keenly  as  she  spoke,  and  there  was 
something  in  her  eyes  that  told  him  that  treachery  was  on 
foot. 

But  he  was  very  quick  to  think  and  act;  so  he  smilingly 
answered : 

"Alice  light.  Me  likee  havee  lillee  dlink  of  wine,  so  be. 
Maybe  you  gottee  lillee  tanglefoot.  Me  likee  lat  allee 
samee  better.” 

"Me  try  to  get  some  whisky,”  she  answered,  and  then 
she  slipped  from  under  her  apron  a  quart  bottle  of  wine. 

Hop  took  it  from  her,  and  with  a  pleasant  nod,  observed : 

"You  velly  handsome  gleaser  lady,  so  be.  Me  likee  you. 
When  you  husband  allee  samee  gittee  hangee  me  mally 
you.” 

The  woman  flashed  an  angry  glance  at  him,  but  she 
quickly  recovered  and  smiled. 

"Me  like  yon,  Senor  Chinee.” 

"You  likee  my  blother,  too?”  and  Hop  grinned  and 
nodded  to  Wing. 

"Me  like  you  much  better,”  declared  the  lying  woman. 

"Lat  velly  nicee.  My  blother  allee  samee  foolee  Chinee 
Me  velly  smartee  Chinee.  Me  velly  handsome  man,  too,  so 
be.  Me  mally  you,  allee  light,  when  you  husband  gittee 
hangee.” 

No  doubt  the  treacherous  woman  felt  that  she  had  lin¬ 
gered  quite  long  enough,  so  she  turned  and  picking  up  the 
pail  of  water,  harried  into  the  house. 

Then  Hop  removed  the  cork  from  the  bottle  and  took  a 
whiff  of  it. 

"Velly  nicee  wine,  my  blother,”  he  said,  with  a  smile. 
"But  me  no  dlinkee,  so  be.  Lat  woman  velly  muchee  bad. 
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She  puttee  somethling  in  um  wine  to  makee  us  go  sleepee. 
She  wantee  gittee  her  husband  outtee.  Me  knowce.  Me 
velly  smart ee  Chinee.” 

Wing,  who  was  not  altogether  as  keen  as  his  brother, 
>ooked  surprised  at  this. 

But  it  quickly  dawned  upon  him  that  no  doubt  Hop  was 
right  in  what  he  said. 

“We  no  dlink  um  wine,”  he  exclaimed,  shaking  his  head. 

“No;  we  makee  believe,  so  be,  my  blother.  Pletty 
soonee  you  shuttee  you  eyes  and  allee  samee  snore.  Me 
shuttee  my  eyes  and  allee  samee  snore,  too.  Len  um  gleaser 
woman  comee  outtee  and  tlv  to  gittee  Pedlo  outtee.  Lat  be 
velly  muchee  fun.  Me  velly  smartee  Chinee.” 

Wing  nodded,  as  though  he  was  willing  to  admit  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life  that  his  brother  was  indeed  very  clever. 

Hop  kept  an  eye  on  the  kitchen. 

Two  or  three  times  he  saw  the  Mexican  woman  peering 
sharply  at  them. 

But  when  she  was  not  to  be  seen  he  managed  to  pour  the 
contents  of  the  bottle  upon  the  ground. 

Then  the  next  time  he  saw  her  looking  he  raised  it  to  his 
lips  and  went  through  the  performance  of  swallowing  as 
though  he  was  drinking. 

He  then  passed  the  bottle  to  Wing,  who  knew  enough  to 
do  the  same  thing,  and  after  having  done  this  two  or  three 
times.  Hop  waited  until  he  saw  the  sharp  eyes  of  the  woman 
peering  at  him  from  the  doorway,  and  then  threw  the  bottle 
away  from  him  as  though  disgusted. 

“Now,  len,  you  makee  believe  go  sleepee,  my  blother,” 
he  said,  in  a  whisper,  without  looking  at  Wing  at  all. 

“Allee  light,  Hop,”  came  the  reply,  and  then  Wing 
promptly  let  his  head  sag  to  one  side  and  finally  closed  his 
eyes. 

He  began  snoring  away  at  a  great  rate,  and  after  nodding 
a  few  times,  Hop  did  the  same  thing,  allowing  himself  to 
fall  upon  the  ground. 

But  he  had  one  eye  open,  just  the  same,  and  as  he  ex¬ 
pected,  it  was  not  more  than  five  minutes  before  the  Mex¬ 
ican  woman  came  stealing  softly  from  the  house. 

She  looked  at  the  two  Chinamen  keenly,  and  then  with 
an  iron  bar  in  her  hand  she  stepped  softly  beneath  the 
window. 

There  was  nothing  but  a  screen  there,  since  the  sash  was 
open. 

As  has  been  said,  the  aperture  was  so  small  that  it  would 
be  a  difficult  task  for  a  man  to  squeeze  through. 

But  it  could  be  done  with  some  one  to  help  him. 

The  woman  reached  up  with  the  bar  and  thrust  it 
through  the  screen. 

Almost  instantly  Hop  saw  that  the  bar  was  taken  from 
her  hand,  and  then  he  realized  that  she  had  passed  it  to 
her  husband  so  he  might  have  some  weapon  to  defend  him¬ 
self  with  in  ease  he  was  attacked. 

The  woman  looked  around  cautiously  and  then  ran  and 
got  a  bench  which  was  close  to  the  kitchen  door. 

She  quickly  carried  this  beneath  the  window  and  got 
upon  it,  and  was  then  able  to  look  inside. 

Some  whispering  was  done  in  Spanish,  and  Hop  and 
Wing  both  watched. 

It.  was  not  more  than  a  minute  before  they  saw  the  head 
and  shoulders  of  Pedro  come  through  the  window. 

But  it  was  a  very  tight  squeeze,  and  pull  as  she  might, 


the  woman  could  make  but  slow'  progress  in  getting  him 

through. 

Tt  seemed  that  Pedro's  hips  could  not  be  squeezed  through 
the  aperture,  and  with  his  arms  swinging  violently  and  his 
heels  no  doubt  kicking  wildly  inside,  he  was  stuck  there. 

Suddenly  Hop  arose  to  a  sitting  posture  and  picked  up 
the  revolver  that  lay  at  his  side. 

He  took  a  quick  aim  at  the  woman  and  pulled  the  trigger. 

Bang! 

The  report  was  a  loud  one,  and  uttering  a  scream,  Pedro’s 
wife  slipped  from  the  bench  and  went  rolling  upon  the 
ground. 

But  there  was  no  bullet  in  the  weapon,  so  she  had  not 
been  harmed  one  little  bit,  any  more  than  from  the  fall 
she  received. 

“Hip  hi!  hoolay!”  yelled  Hop,  dancing  about  and  bran¬ 
dishing  the  old-fashioned  weapon  in  glee.  “Me  allee  samee 
velly  smartee  Chinee.  Gleaser  woman  velly  muchee  foolee.” 

Of  course,  the  senora  and  the  girls  came  rushing  out  op's, 
the  house. 

The  report  had  astounded  them,  and  they  were  anxious 
to  find  out  what  it  meant. 

When  they  saw  the  woman  rising  to  her  feet  and  beheld 
the  struggling  form  of  Pedro,  they  understood  what  had 
happened. 

Arietta  quickly,  seized  the  woman,  and  placing  the  muz¬ 
zle  of  a  revolver  close  to  her  face,  exclaimed: 

“You  get  inside  the  house.  You  have  shown  your  treach¬ 
ery,  and  now  you  must  suffer  for  it.” 

Anna  and  Eloise  quickly  seized  her,  but  it  was  hardly 
necessary,  for  she  was  now  as  meek  as  a  lamb,  and  broke 
into  a  flood  of  tears. 

She  was  led  inside  and  locked  in  another  room,  and  then 
Eloise  took  it  upon  herself  to  stand  guard  before  the  door. 

Meanwhile,  the  ranchman’s  wife  was  so  excited  that  she 
became  hysterical. 

Anna  had  all  she  could  do  to  pacify  her,  while  Arietta 
stood  with  Hop  and  Wing  watching  the  struggling  villain 
who  was  caught  fast  in  the  little  wfindow. 

“Me  makee  um  gleaser  allee  samee  gittee  back  velly 
muchee  quickee,  Missee  Alietta,”  said  Hop,  as  he  steppd 
forward,  pistol  in  hand.  “Me  blowee  him  head  off.  so  be.” 

Then  the  clever  Chinee  placed  the  weapon  clo=o  to  the 
man’s  head  and  pulled  the  trigger. 

Bang ! 

The  report  must  have  been  deafening  to  Pedro,  for  he 
uttered  a  yell,  and  then  began  screaming  with  terror. 

“Gittee  back!”  cried  Hop,  and  then  he  hit  him  not  very 
gently  on  the  head  with  the  barrel  of  his  weapon. 

Pedro  certainly  did  his  best  to  squeeze  his  way  back 
through  the  window. 

He  succeeded,  too,  and  after  he  had  been  tapped  again 
pretty  hard  he  went  through  and  disappeared. 

“Lat  allee  light,  Missee  Alietta.”  said  Hop,  nodding  to 
Young  Wild  West's  sweetheart,  proudly. 

“Yes.  that's  all  right,  Hop.  But  you  had  better  get 
some  boards  and  some  heavy  nails  and  cover  that  window. 
The  villain  came  very  nearly  making  his  escape.” 

“No,  Missee  Alietta,  Me  knowee  allee  'bon tee.  Me 
waitee  till  um  light  time  comee,  len  me  stopper  velly 
muchee  quickee.” 

Wing  heard  and  understood  exactly  what  Arietta  said. 
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so  ho  was  not  long  in  repairing  to  the  out-house  he  had  slept 

in  during  the  night. 

He  found  just  what  he  wanted  there,  and  in  a  few  min¬ 
utes  he  was  nailing  some  boards  over  the  window  with  the 
assistance  of  his  brother. 

Arietta  waited  until  she  was  satisfied  that  Pedro  would 
have  a  hard  time  in  breaking  his  way  through. 

But  as  she  started  to  go  into  the  house,  Hop  suddenly 

stopped  her. 

“Me  forgittee  somethling,  Missee  Alietta,”  he  said.  “Um 
gleaser  allee  samee  gottee  um  iron  bar.  Maybe  he  bleak 
um  boards  off.” 

“Oh,  he  has  an  iron  bar,  eh?  The  woman  gave  it  to  him, 
I  suppose.” 

“Yes,  lat  light,  Missee  Alietta.” 

“Well,  I  will  soon  get  the  iron  bar.  You  come  with  me.” 

Determined  that  the  prisoner  should  have  nothing  to  as¬ 
sist  him  in  making  trouble,  the  brave  girl  went  inside  the 
Jt'-onse  and  was  soon  before  the  door  of  the  room  in  which 
Pedro  was  confined. 

Hop  was  right  there  with  her,  revolver  in  hand. 

Arietta  unhesitatingly  turned  the  key  in  the  lock. 

She  did  this  with  her  left  hand,  holding  her  revolver 
with  the  right.  a 

If  the  prisoner  attempted  to  strike  at  her  with  the  bar 
she  meant  to  shoot  him  dead  in  his  tracks,  for  things  had 
come  to  a  desperate  situation. 

But  as  she  opened  the  door  Pedro  was  disclosed  sitting 
upon  the  floor  in  a  very  humble  position. 

The  iron  bar  lay  near  him,  and  pointing  her  revolver  at 
his  breast,  the  girl  said: 

“  You  make  one  little  move  and  it  will  be  the  last  thing 
you  do  on  earth,  you  scoundrel !” 

The  prisoner’s  face  blanched,  but  he  made  no  reply. 

Arietta  stepped  back,  and  picking  up  the  iron  bar,  backed 
out  and  closed  the  door. 

The  key  grated  in  the  lock,  and  then  Pedro  was  done 
for,  as  far  as  making  his  escape  was  concerned. 

With  the  iron  bar  in  her  hand,  Arietta  made  her  way  to 
Eloise,  who  was  sitting  calmly  before  the  door  of  the  room 
the  woman  had  been  confined  in. 

rWhat  do  you  think  of  this?”  she  said,  holding  up  the 
bar.  “Pedro’s  wife  pushed  this  through  the  window  so  the 
scoundrel  might  have  something  to  fight  with.  But  he  is 
safe  now.  I  hardly  think  he  will  make  another  attempt  to 
escape.” 

Inside,  the  Mexican  woman  could  be  heard  weeping  bit¬ 
terly. 

For  the  time  she  had  been  completely  subdued,  though 
there  was  no  telling  at  what  moment  she  might  break  out 
into  a  fury  again. 

Senora  Roderique  was  partly  recovered,  though  she  was 
still  verv  nervous,  and  went  about  the  house  with  a  very 

pale  face. 

It  happened  that  the  ranchman  had  gone  out  to  instruct 
hi-  cowboys,  so  the  girls  and  the  two  Chinaman  had  been 
the  only  ones  to  look  after  the  prisoner  for  the  time. 

But  in  a  little  while  Roderique  returned,  and  when  he 
lea  reef]  what  had  happened  during  his  absence  he  was  much 
forpriae  d. 

“It  said  he,  looking  at  Arietta,  admiringly, 

that  Young  Wild  Weat  has  taught  his  companions  just 


how  to  act  at  critical  times.  I  congratulate  you  and  also 
the  Chinaman,  for  what  you  did.” 

“Don't  mention  it,  senor,”  Arietta  answered,  with  a 
smile.  “We  are  used  to  such  things,  you  know.  But  I  will 
say  that  Hop  proved  to  be  very  clever,  indeed.  The  treach¬ 
ery  on  the  part  of  the  woman  shows  plainly  that  she  can 
never  be  trusted  again.  If  you  take  my  advice  you  will 
dispose  of  her  as  soon  as  possible,  even  if  you  don’t  have  her 
sent  to  prisoi^  for  taking  part  in  what  lias  been  done." 

“I  only  hope  that  Young  Wild  West  will  be  as  success¬ 
ful  as  yoli  have  been,”  declared  Roderique,  shaking  his  head 
as  though  he  had  his  doubts.  “My  cousin  is  a  desperate 
man,  I  am  sure,  and  he  will  put  up  a  hard  fight  before  he 
surrenders.” 

“Don’t  worry  a  bit  about  that,  senor,”  the  girl  answered, 
with  a  smile.  “No  one  knows  Wild  better  than  I  do.  I 
have  the  greatest  of  confidence  in  him,  and  I  am  absolutely 
certain  that  when  he  returns  he  will  have  the  hidalgo  with 
him  a  prisoner.  You,”  turning  to  the  senora,  “will  soon 
have  your  jewels,  too.” 

“Well,  I  would  rather  lose  them  than  to  have  anything 
happen  to  your  friends,”  the  senora  declared. 

“Nothing  of  a  serious  nature  will  happen  to  them,  I  am 
sure,  so  don’t  let  that  worry  you.” 

Having  put  things  in  a  proper  shape,  there  was  nothing 
to  do  but  to  wait  for  the  return  of  looting  Wild  West  and 
his  partners,  so  they  prepared  to  take  things  as  quietly  as 
possible  until  that  time  came. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

YOUNG  WILD  WEST’S  RED-HOT  FIGHT. 

As  Young  Wild  West  neared  the  spot  where  the  cleverly 
constructed  opening  in  the  ground  was  located,  he  held  up 
his  hand  for  his  companions  to  keep  silent. 

He  brought  his  horse  to  a  halt  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
big  space  of  rock,  and  then  quickly  dismounted. 

His  partners  and  Ranee  Devlin  were  not  long  in  follow¬ 
ing  suit. 

The  latter  had  been  very  quiet  during  the  ride  to  the 
place,  and  he  did  not  say  a  word  now,  but  looked  around, 
no  doubt  wondering  what  was~  going  to  happen  next. 

Our  hero  had  marked  the  spot  pretty  well,  and  sure  that 
he  was  not  making  a  mistake,  he  stepped  rautiously  to  it. 

He  walked  upon  the  rock,  hut  it  did  not  give  way  beneath 
his  weight. 

However,  he  was  quite  sure  that  Pedro  had  failed  to 
fasten  the  trap-door,  if  it  could  be  called  such,  after  enter¬ 
ing  the  underground  place  the  day  before. 

He  had  figured  on  having  a  difficult  time  in  making  an 
entrance  by  that  way,  but  since  lie  knew  the  other  entrance 
it  mattered  little  to  him. 

He  walked  all  over  the  fiat  surface,  springing  up  and 
down  upon  it,  but  with  no  result. 

“Well,  boys,”  he  said,  nodding  to  his  partners,  “1  reckon 
there  is  little  chance  of  us  getting  in  this  way  without  using 
dynamite  or  some  other  force.  If  we  had  to  do  that  wo 
would  surely  put  the  bandits  on  their  guard.  The  only 
thing  to  do  now  is  to  go  urouud  to  the  ravine  and  get  in 
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there  in  that  way.  As  it  is  hardly  likely  that  those  inside 
will  be  expecting  us,  we  may  be  able  to  get  right  upon  them 
before  they  are  aware  of  it.  Come  on.  We  may  as  well 
ride  over  there,  too,  for  it  is  quite  a  little  distance  irom 
here.” 

“Right  yer  are,  Wild,”  Cheyenne  Charlie  answered,  as 
he  quickly  mounted  his  horse.  “We'll  soon  have  ther 
galoots  now.  But  I  do  hope  then’ll  put  up  a  fight,  'cause 
I’m  jest  itchin’  for  it.” 

“Probably  you  won’t  be  so  anxious  about  it  if  they  do  put 
up  a  fight,  Charlie,”  Jim  Dart  spoke  up.  “We  are  always 
lucky  in  such  things,  I  know,  but  the  time  may  come  when 
we  will  get  hit  and  badly,  at  that.” 

“That  ain’t  goin’  ter  happen  to-day,  Jim,”  the  scout 
declared,  shaking  his  head  as  though  he  was  confident  of  it. 
“Let  ther  galoots  fight  all  they  want  ter.  We’ll  git  ’em,  see 
if  we  don’t.” 

\ 

“What  was  yer  walkin’  around  on  that  rock  for,  Wild?” 
Ranee  Devlin  asked,  as  he  looked  at  our  hero  keenly. 

“Well,  I’ll  tell  you,  Ranee,”  was  the  reply.  “Yesterday 
when  I  came  over  here  I  had  no  sooner  stepped  upon  that 
rock  when  it  fell  down  beneath  me  and  sent  me  rolling  into 
a  cave  that  is  below.  But  to-day  it  didn’t  work  that  way.” 

“Ther  rock  dropped  down  with  yer,  eh?” 

“Yes,  that  is  an  entrance  to  a  long  passage  that  leads 
to  the  ruins  of  some  ancient  building  that  is  under  that  cliff 
that  forms  that  piece  of  high  ground  over  there.” 

“Ther  deuce  you  say!”  and  the  bad  man  looked  very 
much  astonished. 

“I  went  in  this  way,  and  after  seeing  and  hearing  all 
I  wanted  to,  I  found  a  way  to  get  out  the  other  side  of  that 
high  ground.  There  is  a  cliff  there,  you  know,  and  it  was 
easy  to  get  out  of  the  cave-like  place.” 

“Yonderful!”  and  Devlin  shook  his  head  as  though  he 
cduld  hardly  believe  the  evidence  of  his  own  ears. 

But  he  said  no  more,  and  followed  the  young  deadshot 
and  his  partners  as  they  rode  around  by  a  circular  route 
toward  the  little  ravine. 

They  were  not  long  in  reaching  it,  of  course,  and  then 
they  again  dismounted. 

Then  our  hero  took  a  good  look  at  the  cliff. 

He  was  a  little  surprised  when  he  discovered  that  there 
was  an  opening  in  the  face  of  the  perpendicular  wall  of 
rock  something  like  twenty  feet  above  the  one  that  came 
out  into  the  ravine. 

A  narrow  ledge  ran  along,  too,  and  he  felt  that  it  was 
more  than  likely  that  there  was  a  passage  leading  to  the 
upper  opening,  as  well  as  to  the  one  below. 

“Boys,”  said  he,  in  a  whisper  to  his  partners,  “I  didn’t 
notice  that  place  above  there  when  T  came  out  yesterday, 
though  I  thought  T  looked  around  pretty  well.  I  reckon 
we’ll  get  up  there  and  go  inside  to  see  what  it  looks  like.” 

Right  yer  are,  ild  !  was  the  scout’s  familiar  retort. 
“We’ll  leave  ther  horses  right  here  an’  go  ahead.” 

The  four  horses  were  left  at  the  mouth  of  the  ravine, 
where  there  was  plenty  for  them  to  graze  upon,  and  then 
the  four  ascended  the  rather  steep  bank  until  they  got  close 
to  the  ledge. 

It  was  not  an  easy  task  to  get  upon  this  since  it  narrowed 
down  to  almost  nothing. 

But  Young  Wild  West  did  not  hesitate,  and  seizing  a 


stout  bush  he  lowered  himself  down  until  his  toes  touched 

the  ledge  of  rock. 

Then  he  picked  his  way  carefully  along,  and  soon  stood 
before  the  mouth  of  a  cave. 

His  partners  waited  until  he  got  there  before  they  at¬ 
tempted  to  make  the  short  journey,  since  it  was  necessary  . 
that  they  must  hold  on  to  the  rock  in  order  to  keep  from 
falling. 

Wild  was  just  peering  into  the  cave  when  a  man  sprang 
from  either  side  on  the  inside  and  seized  him. 

He  gave  a  sharp  cry  of  warning,  and  then  made  a  des¬ 
perate  struggle  to  free  himself. 

He  managed  to  drag  them  outside  upon  the  ledge,  where 
there  was  room  enough  for  all  to  stand. 

One  of  the  men  was  the  hidalgo,  while  the  other  he  recog¬ 
nized  as  one  he  had  seen  when  he  made  his  investigation 
the  afternoon  before. 

Wild’s  partners  had  heard  his  cry,  of  course,  but  they 
could  also  hear  the  sounds  of  the  scuffle  as  the  young— 
deadshot  was  endeavoring  to  free  himself. 

Neither  of  the  Mexicans  had  said  a  word,  and  they  hur¬ 
riedly  made  their  way  along  the  ledge. 

Manuel  Castro  had  a  sort  of  pole  in  his  hand,  but  he  did 
not  attempt  to  beat  the  boy  with  it. 

He  seemed  content  to  hold  fast  to  it  with  his  left  hand, 
while  the  other  was  pulling  Wild  as  though  trying  to  force- 
him  back  into  the  cave. 

If  the  boy  had  been  upon  the  open  ground  he  would  not 
have  been  long  in  freeing  himself,  but  where  he  was  it  was 
impossible  to  move  about  much. 

“Hurry  up,  boys !”  he  called  out,  in  a  tone  of  voice  that 
was  just  about  loud  enough  for  his  partners  to  hear.  “Two 
of  the  bandits  have  got  me.” 

“We’re  cornin’,  Wild !”  came  from  the  scout. 

Then  it  was  that  Castro  gave  vent  to  an  angry  exclama¬ 
tion. 

He  leaned  out  and  saw  the  two  picking  their  way  hur¬ 
riedly  along  the  ledge. 

“Caramba!”  he  hissed. 


-I 


Wild  struggled  desperately,  and  leaned  over  to  see  if 
help  was  coming. 

As  Charlie  and  Jim  appeared  on  the  narrow  ledge  the 
hidalgo  let  go  his  hold  upon  Wild  and  ran  to  bea'HhemwSE — 
with  the  heavy  stick. 

But  Wild’s  right  arm  was  free,  and  he  seized  him  by  the 
shoulder. 

A  quick  jerk  and  he  sent  him  sprawling  on  his  back. 

Then  he  turned  and  struck  the  bandit  who  was  holding 
him  so  desperately  a  blow  between  the  eyes. 

A  grunt  came  from  the  villain,  but  he  still  held  on. 

Biff! 

Another  blow  landed  in  the  same  place,  and  then  the 
fellow  went  down,  dragging  the  boy  with  him. 

But  at  that  instant  Charlie  leaped  from  the  ledge  to  the 
flat  rock  in  front  of  the  opening. 

Pointing  a  revolver  at  the  hidalgo,  who  wa*  in  the  ;u  t{  1 
of  getting  upon  his  feet,  lie  exclaimed: 

“You  make  another  move  an'  you'll  be  a  dead  *. 

Then  Jim  landed  upon  the  rock. 

He  quickly  turned  his  attention  to  the  bandit  who  w** 
holding  fast  to  Wild. 

The  moment  he  pressed  the  muzzle  of  his  guu  to  the  feU 
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low  ’>  forehead  he  let  go  his  hold  and  cowered  in  fright. 
"Well,"  said  Wild,  as  he  gathered  himself  together  and 
breathed  a  sigh  of  relief,  “I  reckon  they  had  me  foul,  boys, 
t  But  it  didn't  last  very  long,  did  it?” 

*  "I  reckon  it  didn’t,”  Charlie  answered,  grimly.  “But 
-that  galoot  of  a  hidalgo  sartinlv  meant  ter  beat  me  off  ther 

ledge.  It  was  a  lucky  thing  that  you  pulled  him  back  jest 
as  you  did,  or  he  would  have  landed  a  crack  on  my  head. 
He  missed  me,  an’  I  ain't  goin’  ter  forgit  him  for  it,  either. 
I've  a  good  notion  ter  give  him  a  smash  in  ther  jaw  that 
he'll  remember  as  long  as  he  lives.” 

"Well,  don’t  do  it,  Charlie.  You  just  keep  them  cov¬ 
ered  and  I’ll  soon  tie  them  up.  We  have  got  two  prison¬ 
ers,  anyhow.” 

“  Jest  as  you  say,  Wild.” 

The  two  Mexicans  were  forced  to  sit  upon  the  rock  in 
upright  positions,  and  then  Wild  was  not  long  in  finding 

*  stout  cords  with  which  he  bound  their  bands  behind  their 
-J^cks. 

Having  done  this,  he  coolly  relieved  them  of  their  weap- 
^  ons,  and  then  nodding  approvingly,  he  said: 

“Well,  boys,  here  they  are.  Now,  then,  I  reckon  we’ll 
go  down  into  the  cave  and  get  the  rest.  Maybe  they  are 
not  there,  but  it  won’t  hurt  to  look,  and  we  will  do  it  right 
away,  too.” 

“This  is  an  outrage,”  Manuel  Castro  said,  suddenly,  as 
he  began  acting  as  though  he  was  a  very  injured  man. 
,kHow  dare  you  Americans  come  here?” 

“Take  it  easy,  senor,”  Wild  said,  with  a  smile.  “This 
is  not  the  first  time  I  have  been  in  your  haunt.  Your  man 
Pedro  was  foolish  enough  not  to  fasten  the  clever  trap 
by  which  you  enter  in  the  grove  back  here,  and  I  happened 

»*  to  drop  in  after  he  came  here  yesterday.  I  had  a  good 
chance  at  spying  on  you,  and  I  took  in  all  that  was  to  be 
seen.  Then  I  came  out  of  the  opening  that  is  almost  di- 
I  rectly  under  us.  Don’t  ask  us  how  we  dare  to  come  here. 
You  are  the  leader  of  a  bandit  gang,  and  you  stole  the 
jewels  and  the  money,  and  we  want  you,  too.  You  have 
been  playing  a  double  game  quite  long  enough,  and  prison 
is  the  place  for  you.” 

The  hidalgo  looked  at  him  aghast.  His  face  turned 
livid,  and  though  his  eyes  flashed  he  quickly  subsided  and 
j  began  trembling  with  fear. 

“So  my  secret  has  been  discovered  at  last?”  he  said,  with 

a  moan. 

“That’s  right,  senor.  You  are  a  fine  specimen  of  a  blue- 
blooded  Mexican,  I  must  say.  Now,  then,  you  may  as 
well  help  us  a  little.  Where  are  the  rest  of  your  men?” 
“They  are  all  out,”  was  the  reply. 

“You  are  sure  of  that?” 

“Ye-.  We  were  watching  for  them  to  return  when  you 
can  <-*  suddenly  upon  the  ledge  over  there.  Of  course,  when 
vc(-  -,-iw  you  were  an  American  and  a  stranger  to  us  we  de¬ 
cided  to  catch  you,  which  we  did.” 

'  “But  you  didn’t  bold  me  very  long,  did  you?”  and  Wild 
\\  laughed  sarcastically. 

“You  are  a  fiend,  boy!” 

f®  “Well,  maybe  I  am.  But  that’s  all  right.  Your  cousin 
ttent  for  rne  to  come  and  hunt  you  down,  and  T  am  glad  to 
lav  that  J  have  been  able  to  do  it  in  less  than  one  day. 
T:  >‘  i-  a  pretty  good  showing,  I  should  think,  Senor 

Ctttro.” 


“But  who  are  you,  anyway,  boy?” 

“Well,  have  you  ever  heard  of  Young  Wild  West?” 

“Yes,  I  have  heard  the  name  mentioned.” 

“Well,  that’s  who  I  am.” 

“And  you  mean  to  put  me  in  prison?” 

“I  certainly  do,  senor.” 

“But  you  shall  not,  for  I  will  buy  my  liberty.  I  am  a 
very  wealthy  man.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  care  how  wealthy  you  are.  I  will  guar¬ 
antee  that  jmu  haven’t  enough  gold  to  buy  me.  You  are  a 
hidalgo,  all  right,  and  you  are  leader  of  a  gang  of  bandits. 
The  latter  is  what  you  must  suffer  for,  so  just  take  it 
easy.” 

“But,  senor - ” 

“No  huts  about  it.  I  just  told  you  that  you  haven't 
enough  gold  to  buy  me.  Now,  then,  I  am  going  to  take  you 
down  into  the  cave,  and  if  you  have  lied  to  me  about  your 
men  not  being  there  I  promise  you  that  I  will  shoot  off  one 
of  your  ears.  Believe  me  when  I  say  this,  for  I  always  tell 
the  truth.” 

“I  haven’t  lied  to  you,  boy.  But  I  hope  you  will  change 
your  mind.  I  must  not  go  to  prison.  I  must  have  a  chance* 
to  escape,  and  I  will  give  you  all  my  wealth  for  the  privi¬ 
lege.” 

“Don’t  say  that  again,  please.  I  don’t  like  to  have  any 
one  to  try  and  bribe  me.  Come  on.  Boys,  just  fetch  the 
other  fellow  along.  Maybe  he  will  be  willing  to  show  us 
the  way  down.  If  he  don’t  just  put  a  bullet  in  him.” 

“You  kin  bet  your  life  I’ll  do  that  quick  enough,  Wild,” 
the  scout  answered,  and  by  the  way  he  acted  it  seemed  as 
though  he  meant  it. 

The  bandit  began  pleading  for  his  life,  but  he  was  not 
long  in  getting  up  when  Jim  gave  him  a  punch  on  the 
ear  with  the  muzzle  of  his  revolver. 

Holding  him  by  the  arm,  Dart  commanded  him  to  lead 
the  way  into  the  cave. 

He  walked  along  readily  enough,  then,  and  once  inside 
our  friend  saw  a  rather  steep  descent  before  them. 

They  all  vfent  down  this,  and  then  found  themselves  in 
the  cave  that  was  used  as  the  headquarters  of  the  bandit 
band. 

Our  hero  gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction  when  he  saw  it,  for 
it  looked  about  the  same  as  when  he  had  been  there  the 
day  before. 

The  hidalgo  had  told  the  truth,  too,  for  there  was  no 
one  there. 

“Boys,”  said  Wild,  nodding  his  head  to  the  right,  “you 
will  find  a  couple  of  horses  in  there,  I  have  no  doubt.  Just 
fetch  them  out  and  we  will  tie  these  fellows  upon  their 
backs.” 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  when  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  left  the  prisoner  in  charge  of  Jim  and  then 
darted  through  the  passage. 

He  was  not  long  in  returning  with  two  horses,  which  he 
had  put  bridles  upon. 

He  also  had  taken  a  lariat  which  he  found  in  the  under¬ 
ground  stable. 

This  he  cut  in  halves,  and  with  the  assistance  of  Jim  lie 
placed  the  prisoners  upon  the  backs  of  the  horses. 

Then  they  were  tied  securely  by  the  ankles  underneath, 
so  it  would  be  impossible  for  them  to  even  fall  off. 

“There  you  are,  Wild,”  Charlie  said,  with  a  grin. 
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“All  right,”  was  the  reply,  and  then  turning  to  Dart, 
our  hero  added: 

“Go  out  and  tell  Devlin  to  come  in  here.  We  will  need 
him  about  now,  1  think.  We  must  take  Senora  Roderique’s 
jewels  back  with  us.  That  is  the  main  thing  that  brought 
us  here,  you  know.” 

Jim  gave  a  nod  and  quickly  went  outside,  for  it  was 
easy  for  him  to  find  the  way. 

He  found  the  reformed  bad  man  at  the  end  of  the  ravine 
waiting  with  no  little  excitement. 

Devlin  had  been  told  not  to  try  and  make  his  way  along 
the  ledge,  and  he  had  obeyed  orders  strictly. 

“Gome  on,  Ranee,”  Dart  said.  “There  were  only  two 
of  them  inside,  and  we  have  got  them.  The  rest  are  out 
somewhere.  Wild  wants  you  right  away.” 

“Good  enough!”  came  the  reply,  and  then  Devlin’s  face 
lighted  up,  and  he  hurried  quickly  to  Jim’s  side. 

The  two  were  not  long  in  getting  into  the  cave,  and  when 
they  arrived  they  found  that  Wild  had  been  informed  of 
where  the  jewels  and  other  treasure  that  was  in  the  cave 
could  be  found. 

The  hidalgo  kept  coaxing  to  be  released,  but  the  young 
deadshot  paid  no  attention  to  him. 

The  box  of  jewels  was  found,  and  Wild  took  care  to  take 
possession  of  it  himself. 

The  leather  bags  that  were  filled  with  gold  and  silver 
coins  were  then  carried  outside. 

Probably  there  might  have  been  fifty  or  sixty  thousand 
dollars  there,  and  when  they  had  taken  it  all  out,  Charlie 
went  in  and  found  one  horse  which  he  quickly  brought  out 

“We’ll  use  this  nag  to  carry  the  booty  of  the  thieves  to 
the  ranch,”  said  our  hero,  with  a  nod.  “Load  him  up,  boys. 
There  is  plenty  of  rope  to  assist  you  in  doing  it.” 

It  took  some  little  time  to  arrange  things,  and  just  as 
they  were  ready  to  leave  they  heard  sounds  from  the  other 
side  of  the  underground  place,  which  told  them  plainly 
that  the  rest  of  the  band  had  arrived. 

“Get  ready  for  business,  boys,”  said  the  young  deadshot. 
“Ranee,  you  go  outside  with  that  horse.  The  prisoners 
will  remain  right  here  as  they  are.” 

The  clatter  of  hoofs  sounded  plainly  in  the  cave,  and 
then  the  three  heard  them  come  to  a  halt. 

The  next  minute  five  villainous-looking  Mexicans  came 
hurrying  through  the  passage. 

The  moment  they  were  inside  Wild  sprang  behind  them 
and  leveled  his  revolvers  at  them. 

(’rack ! 

One  of  the  bandits  fired,  and  a  bullet  grazed  Cheyenne 
Charlie’s  left  foot. 

Crack ! 

Jim  Dart’s  gun  spoke,  and  the  villain  dropped. 

“Go  at  them  with  your  dagger!”  shrieked  the  hidalgo, 
in  Spanish. 

The  surprised  scoundrels  took  the  cue,  and  with  the  steel 
blades  flashing  in  their  hands  they  made  a  rush  at  our 

friends. 

For  the  next  three  or  four  minutes  it  was  a  red-hot  fight 
that  ^  oung  W  ild  W  est  and  his  partners  were  in. 

Anxious  to  take  the  rest  of  them  alive.  Wild  kept  telling 
his  partners  not  t n  kill  them. 

But  the  bandits  were  desperate,  and  they  were  pressed  so 


hard  that  finally  the  boy  was  compelled  to  shoot  one  of 
them  himself. 

The  remaining  three  kept  lunging  at  them  with  their 
daggers,  and  a  few  scratches  were  received,  though  none  of 
them  were  dangerous. 

Charlie  at  last  knocked  the  dagger  from  the  hand  of  4 
one  of  them,  and  then  grappled  with  him. 

He  threw  him  to  the  ground,  but  still  the  Mexican 
fought  on,  scratching  and  biting  with  all  his  might.' 

Jim  got  in  such  close  quarters  that  he  was  compelled  to 
use  the  butt  of  his  revolver  on  the  forehead  of  his  man, 
and  the  blow  was  such  a  crushing  one  that  the  bandit  fell 
unconscious. 

Wild  put  a  bullet  through  the  wrist  of  the  last  of  them, 
and  then  it  was  easy  for  him  to  throw  the  scoundrel  to  the 
ground. 

Three  of  the  bandits  were  dead,  but  they  had  the  other 
five,  and  two  of  them  were  wounded  so  badly  that  it  was 
necessary  to  tie  them  to  the  backs  of  their  horses  as  thougli  -r 
they  were  sacks  of  grain. 

The  others  were  taken  care  of,  too,  and  then  they  all  went 
out  of  the  cave  and  rode  back  to  Roderique’s  ranch. 

Everything  was  all  right  when  they  got  there,  and  the 
ranchman  was  so  elated  that  he  danced  with  joy. 

His  wife  almost  fainted  when  the  box  of  jewels  was 
placed  in  her  hands. 

Arietta  quickly  informed  Wild  of  how  the  woman  servant 
had  proved  treacherous  and  tried  hard  to  let  her  husband 
escape. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  dwell  upon  what  followed. 

Suffice  it  to  say  that  the  hidalgo  and  the  rest  of  the  ban¬ 
dits  were  duly  placed  in  jail,  and  that  they  received  a  fair 
trial  and  were  sentenced  for  their  crimes. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  remained  until  the 
day  following  the  capture,  and  then  left  Roderique’s  ranch 
and  went  back  to  American  soil. 

They  had  been  in  a  red-hot  fight  in  old  Mexico,  but  had 
won  out  as  usual,  and  had  also  been  well  rewarded  for 
what  they  had  done. 

Our  hero  did  not  forget  Ranee  Devlin,  either,  and  forced 
him  to  accept  some  of  the  reward. 

“Well,”  said  Cheyenne  Charlie,  smiling  grimly,  “I 
reckon  there  ain't  no  place  over  there  what  kin  he  caUftd — r 
tlier  Hidalgo’s  Hidden  Haunt  anv  more.  Everybody  around 
there  has  been  there  afore  this  time,  so  1  s'pose  it  will  be 
one  of  ther  places  where  visitors  will  he  took  to  from  now  > 
on.  But  it's  all  right.  We  won't  forgit  ther  red-hot  fight 
we  had  there,  anyhow.” 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD 
WEST’S  LARIAT  SWING;  OR,  ARIETTA  AND  THE 
BROKEN  BRIDGE.” 
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except  the  following  are  in  print:  1  to  -40.  4?,  44,  45. 
47,  50  to  52,  (53,  69,  78,  88.  90,  102,  105.  If  you  cannot 
obtain  the  ones  you  want  from  your  new<de«1er.  send  the 
price  in  money  nr  postage  stamps  by  mail  to  FRANK 
TOUSEY,  PUBLISHER,  21  UNION  SQUARE,  NEW 
\ORK  CITY,  and  you  will  receive  the  copies  you  order 
by  return  mail. 


TRICK  COIN 
llOl.m.K.  —  The 

coin  holder  is  at¬ 
tached  to  a  ring 
made  so  ns  to  tit 
anyone's  ting  e  r. 
The  holder  clasps 
tightly  a  25e.  piece. 
When  the  ring  Is 
placed  on  the  finger  with  the  coin  showing  on 
the  palm  of  the  hand  ar.d  offered  in  change  it 
cannet  fee  picked  up.  A  nice  wav  to  tip  people. 
Price  by  mall,  postpaid,  10c.  each. 

FRANK  ROBINSON,  311  ff.  44th  St„  N.  Y. 


MAGIC  COINER. — A  mystifying  and  amus¬ 
ing  trick.  Tin  blanks  are  placed  under  the 
little  tin  cup  and  coined  into  dimes.  A  real 
money  maker.  Price,  20c. 

L.  Senarens,  347  Winthrop  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  HINDOO  WHIRLER. 


A  white- wood,  notched  stick,  8  1-2  inches 
long,  with  a  pivot  at  the  end,  on  which  a 
metal  arm  revolves.  Your  friend  scrapes  the 
notches  with  a  toothpick,  but  he  cannot  make 
the  metal  arm  spin  unless  he  understands  the 
secret.  You  can  scrape  the  stick  in  a  certain 
way,  and  the  metal  whirls  to  the  right. 
Scrape  the  same  way,  and  at  the  word  of 
command  you  can  make  it  revolve  in  the  op¬ 
posite  direction.  A  mystifying  novelty  which 
will  puzzle  and  amuse  everybody.  Price,  10 
cents,  postpaid. 

M.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


“UNCLE  SAM”  BANKS 

For  Quarters,  Nickels,  Dimes  and  Pennies 


IVERY  DEP08IT  REGISTERS 

Quarter  Banks  register  80  deposits  or  $20.00, 
Nickel  bank  holds  200  deposits  or  $10.00, 
the  Dime  hank  holds  200  deposits  or  $20.00, 
and  the  Penny  bank  contains  100  deposits  or 
fl-%.  These  banks  are  about  4%  inches  long, 

4  inches  high,  3  laches  wide  and  weigh  from 
A  Jh.  to  lbs.  They  are  made  of  heavy 
foid  rolled  steel,  are  beautifully  ornamented, 
and  ear. not  be  opened  until  the  full  amount 
of  the  r  capacity  is  deposited.  When  the  coin 
i*  tot  in  thif  slot,  and  a  lever  is  pressed,  a 
bell  ring*.  The  indicator  always  shows  the 
amount  in  the  bank.  All  the  mechanism  is 
•ecurely  oiac^d  out  of  reach  of  meddlesome 
rn,  ft  is  the  strongest,  safest,  and  most 
/♦.  «b!e  bank  made  a*  It  has  no  key,  but  lock* 
fed  unlock*  automatically, 

Price.ONE  DOLLAR  each 

JKV.K  H09IHU0H,  ,11  ff.  4Ub  St.,  N.  V. 


,22 
REPEATER 

Cleaned  from  the  breech. 
You  can  look  through  the 
barrel  and  see  that  it’s  clean. 

Simple  take-down.  You 
can  remove  the  breech  block 
with  your  fingers. 

Shoot  Pemlnvton-UMC 
Lesmok  .22’s.  They  hold 
the  world’s  1 00-shot  record 
of  2,484  out  of  a  possible 
2500. 

Pemlnoton- UMC — the 
perfect  shooting  com¬ 
bination. 

Write  for  a  tree  set  of 
Targets. 

REMINGTON  ARMS- 
UNION  METALLIC 
CARTRIDGE  CO., 

299  BROADWAY, 

New  York  City 


iew“LESMOK" 
Z  CARTRIDGES 


VENTRI 


Learned  by  any  Man  or  Boy  at  home.  Small  coat.  Send  to-day 
2  cent  stamp  for  particulars  and  proof. 

O.  A.  SMITH,  Room  i64jr~823  Bigelow  8t„  Peoria,  Ill. 


WINDOW 
S  M  A  S  H  E  R  S.— 

The  greatest  SEN¬ 
SATION,  just  from 
Paris.  A  most 
wonderful  effect  of 
a  smashing,  break¬ 
ing,  falling  pane  of 
glass.  It  will  elec- 
t  r i f  y  everybody. 
When  you  come 
home,  slam  the 
door  shut  and  at 
the  same  time 
throw  the  dl*ca  to  the  floor.  Every  pane  of 
glass  In  the  house  will  at  once  seem  to  have 
been  shattered.  Price  by  mall,  postpaid,  35c. 
a  set  of  six  plates. 

FRANK  ROBINSON,  311  VV.  44th  St,,  N.  Y. 


P  EARN  ^ 

$25.00  to  $50.00  Weekly 

IN  AUTOMOBILE  BUSINESS 


Chauffeurs,  AutomoblleSalesmenand  Re¬ 
pairmen  get  big  pay  for  pleasant  work 
because  the  demand  for  trained  men 
exceeds  supply.  We  have  taught  hun¬ 
dreds  (without  mechanical  ability)  and  we 
can  teach  you  in  ten  weeks  if  you  study  a 
few  hours  a  week.  It  is  interesting. 
Our  simple  mail  course  guarantees  thoro 
efficiency  because  it’s  personal.  Free 
model  of  complete  automobile  to  every 
student.  Ask  oar  graduates  who  are  earn¬ 
ing  $25.00  weekly  or  more  in  positions  we 
obtained  for  them. 

Send  to-day  for  first  lesson— It’s  free 

Chauffeurs  and  competent  men  supplied  owners  and 
garages 

EMPIRE  AUTO  INSTITUTE 
654  Empire  Building,  Rochester,  N.  Y. 

The  Original  Automobile  School 


Vizard  Repealing 

LIQUID  PISTOL 


Nlckebplate, 
Sin.  long. 
Pat '4, 


Will  stop  the  most  vic¬ 
ious  dog  (or  man)  with¬ 
out  permanent  injury. 

Perfectly  safe  to  carry  without  danger 
of  leakage.  Fires  and  recharges  by 
pulling  the  trigger.  Loads  from  any  Liquid.  No 
cartridges  required.  Over  six  shots  in  one  loading, 
All  dealers,  or  by  mail,  SOc.  Pistol  with  rubber  cov 
ered  holster,  55c.  Holsters  separate,  lOc.  Mone: 
order  or  D.  S.  stamps.  No  coins. 


PARKER,  STEARNS  &  CO..  273  GEORGIA  AVE.,  BROOKLYN.  R.  T. 


NEW  YORK  IN  A  NUTSHELL. 


25  Colored  Views  of  the  Big  City.— An 

English  walnut  shell,  prettily  hinged  with  rib¬ 
bon,  to  which  a  small  tag  is  attached.  The 
nut  contains  25  beautifully  lithographed  views 
of  the  principal  points  of  interest  in  and 
around  New  York  City.  You  can  address  the 
tag,  put  on  a  stamp,  and  mail  it.  A  nice 
souvenir  to  mall  to  your  distant  friends. 
Price,  by  mail,  10  cents  each. 

M.  O’NEILL,  425  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  MYSTIC  RING. 


A  Brand-New  Trlek,  Just  Out. — Puzzling, 

Mystifying  and  Perplexing.  A  metal  ring  is 
handed  around  for  examination,  and  is  found 
to  be  solid,  unbroken  japanned  iron,  a  cane, 
a  pencil  or  a  string  is  held  tightly  at  each 
end  by  a  spectator.  The  performer  lightly 
taps  the  cane  with  the  ring,  and  the  ring 
suddenly  is  seen  to  be  encircling  the  cane. 
How  did  the  ring  pass  the  spectator’s  two 
hands  and  get  on  the  cane?  The  most  mys¬ 
tifying  trick  ever  invented.  Others  charge 
76  cents  for  this  trick;  but  our  price,  In¬ 
cluding  instructions,  is  12  cents. 

FRANK  ROBINSON,  311  W.  44th  St.,  N.  Y. 
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TERMS  TO  SUBSCRIBERS 


Single  Copies . .  Cents 

One  Copy  Three  Months . .  .65  Cents 

.  One  Copy  Six  Months . .  $<*25 

I  One  Copy  One  Year . . .  $2-5° 

Postage  Free. 

HOW  TO  SEND  MONEY— At  our  risk  send  P.  O.  Money  Order,  Check, 
nr  Registered  Letter:  remittances  in  any  other  way  are  at  your  risk. 
We  accept  Postage  Stamps  the  same  as  cash.  When  sending  silver 
wrap  the  Coin  in  a  separate  piece  of  paper  to  avoid  cutting  the  envel* 
ope.  Write  your  name  and  address  plainly.  Address  letters  to 

Sinclair  Tocset,  President  \  Frank  Tousey,  Publisher 

N.  Hastings,  Tressorer  >  _  _  , 

!  Cues.  E.  NYLAKDRR.SecrsUrr)  3^  (JolOU  Sq.,  New  York 

_ _  _  - 

SOME  GOOD  ARTICLES. 


Stuttering  is  considered  contagious  in  Germany.  There  are 
over  eighty  thousand  stuttering  children  in  the  schools  of  that 
country,  and  the  number  is  steadily  increasing. 

Orange  blossoms  were  first  used  for  bridal  wreaths  by  the 
Arabs.  The  orange  branch  bears  fruit  and  flowers  at  the 
same  time,  and  is  therefore  considered  an  emblem  of  pros¬ 
perity. 

In  an  unused  storehouse  in  Birmingham,  Ala.,  an  old  cheese 
was  accidentally  discovered.  It  was  as  hard  and  tough  as 
leather.  For  a  wager  of  two  dollars  a  hardheaded  darky, 
called  India-rubber  Jim,  was  induced  to  butt  it.  He  darted 
for  it,  headfirst,  with  great  force,  and  his  head  went  clean 
through  the  cheese.  The  wags  had  adroitly  substituted  a 
soft  cheese. 

The  fifty  kings  live  in  costly  palaces  in  Merida  and  many  of 
them  have  homes  abroad.  They  travel  a  great  deal,  usually 
they  speak  several  different  languages  and  they  and  their 
families  are  a  most  cultivated  class  of  people.  All  Merida  and 
all  Yucatan,  even  all  the  peninsula  of  Yucatan,  are  dependent 
on  the  fifty  Henequen  kings.  Naturally,  these  men  are  in  con¬ 
trol  of  the  political  machinery  of  their  state,  and,  naturally, 
they  operate  that  machinery  for  their  own  benefit.  The  slaves 
are  8,000  Yaqui  Indians  imported  from  Sonora,  3,000  Chinese 
(Coreans)  and  between  100,000  and  125,000  native  Mayas,  who 
formerly  owned  the  lands  that  the  Henequen  kings  now  own. 

The  Egyptian  never  travels  without  his  goolah.  He  fills  it 
with  filtered  water  and  in  the  morning  can  command  a  pint  or 
more  of  water  cooled  by  evaporation  through  the  unglazed 
clay.  This  precious  fluid  he  does  not  waste  on  unsatisfied 
thirst.  Taking  off  the  long,  white  wrap  and  the  piece  of  cloth 
that  covers  his  head  during  sleep,  the  native  pours  the  water 
over  his  head,  neck  and  hands.  The  European,  with  all  his 
instinct  for  cleanliness,  seeks  first  to  relieve  his  overmastering 
thirst  There  are  in  Egypt  as  many  thirsts  as  plagues,  but 
the  dust  thirst  Is  the  worst  Every  pore  is  sealed;  the  throat 
is  a  lump  of  dry  clay,  and  one  feels  what  it  must  be  to  be  a 
mummy. 

The  latest,  attraction  at  Mr.  Carl  Hagenbeck’s  famous  animal 
park  at  Stellingen,  near  Hamburg,  is  a  series  of  wonderful  and 
striking  lifelike  representations  of  the  great  monsters  that 


inhabited  this  earth  in  the  distant  past.  In  all,  gome  tb 
have  been  erected,  but  more  are  to  follow,  until  we  have  a  t 
plete  prehistoric  zoo.  They  have  been  built  up  of  cement  1 
well-known  Continental  animal  sculptor.  The  animals  are 
picted  standing  at  the  edge  of  a  lake  amid  the  shrubs 
trees,  while  in  the  lake  itself  are  shown  huge  crocodiles 
strange  looking  creatures,  half  fish  and  half  mammal.  T1 
are  several  representations  of  the  dinosaurs,  or  “thui 
lizards,”  including  the  iguanodon,  which  towers  some  twe 
five  feet  into  the  air,  making  the  trees  around  look  q 
small;  the  diplodocus,  whose  length  of  sixty-six  feet  and  he) 
of  eighteen  feet  render  the  modern  elephant  a  mere  pigi 
the  stefosaurus,  with  its  bony  plates  on  its  back  and  spikei 
its  tail:  the  triceratops,  with  its  three  horns  on  its  face 
huge  collar  of  spikes  around  its  neck,  as  well  as  represe 
tions  of  the  sloth,  dodo  and  mammoth. 


GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES. 


“You  say  Jones  is  down  and  out?  Why,  it  was  only  a  1 
while  ago  that  he  told  me  he  had  the  key  to  success.” 
did,  but  the  poor  fellow  wasn’t  able  to  find  the  keyhole.” 

He— I  dreamed  about  you  last  night.  She — Oh,  you  did, 
you?  Well,  you  must  remember  that  dreams  go  by  contra 
He — That  suits  me  to  a  dot.  I  dreamed  that  }  proposed  to 
and  you  rejected  me. 

Mrs.  Binks — A  noted  anarchist  of  Chicago  says  that  p< 
will  wake  up  some  fine  morning,  and  find  that  John  D.  R* 
feller  has  lost  every  dollar.  Mr.  Binks — That’s  so,  every  ■ 
of  it.  “My  goodness!  When  will  it  be,  do  you  think?”  “T 
he  dies.” 

i 

Fond  Mother — Th’  papers  is  sayin’  as  how  Mr.  De  Cta: 
great  actor,  is  gettin’  one  hoondred  dollars  a  night.  S 
Shifter — Yis;  an’  wot  does  we  get! — only  fifty  cents  a  i 
fer  shiftin’  all  that  heavy  scenery  fer  him  ter  walk  an’  ! 
before.  It’s  an  Anarchist  I’ll  soon  be.. 

Temperance  Mam— I  was  glad  to  observe  that  at  the  r 
launching  your  vessel  was  christened  with  pure  water  in 
of  wine.  Old  Salt — That’s  so.  I  just  said  to  myself.  “ 
Seadog,"  says  I,  “this  thing  has  got  to  stop.  I  airK- go 
waste  any  more  good  liquor  on  such  foolishness." 

“Yes,”  says  the  disgruntled  father-in-law,  “we’re  pretty 
disappointed  in  the  fellow  Lucile  married.”  “You  don 
me,”  sympathized  the  old  friend.  “What’s  wrong  with 
I  always  heard  good  reports  of  him.”  “So  did  we,  bu 
simply  no  good.”  “Why,  I  thought  he  was  a  pretty  got 
low,  take  him  all  ’round.”  “Huh!  Who  in  thunder  wa 
take  a  dub  like  him  all  ’round?” 

A  story  is  told  of  that  famous  Irish  wit,  Father  Hef 
Bray,  that  on  one  occasion  he  was  enjoying  an  argumen 
a  Protestant  minister  on  the  subject  of  purgatory.  Th* 
versation  had  begun  to  flag,  neither  party  showing  a  ter 
to  be  convinced,  when  the  Protestant  minister  remf 
“Well,  I’ve  lived  sixty  years  in  this  world  aud  1  haven’t 
out  the  difference  between  a  good  Protestant  and  a  good 
lie  yet."  “Oh,  haven’t  you?"  replied  Father  Healy* 
you'll  not  be  sixty  seconds  in  the  next  world  before  yo 
out" 


